GEORGE R. 

EORGE the Second, 
Britain, France, and 
To all to whom theſe 


by the Grace of God, King of Great * 
_ Defender of the Faith, Sc. 
come, Whcrcas 
ames Buckland, James Job Ward, — . and 
Dilly, Citizens Bock iellers of our City of London, 
have, by their Petition, humbly repreſented unto us, That they 
have purchaſed the Copy-Right of the Walt Works of the 
late Dr. Isaac Wart T5, and that they are now printing, and pre- 
ing for the Prefs new Editions, with improvements, of ſeveral 
of the ſeparate Pieces of the {aid Doctor Ie att: They have 
therefore moſt humbly pray-d us, That we would be graciouſly - 
pleaſed to grant them our Royal Licence and Protection for tie 
ſole printing, publiſhing, and vending the ſaid Works, in as am- 
ple Marner and Form as has been done in Cafes of the like Na- 
ture: We, being willing to give all due Encouragement to Works 
of this Nature, which may be of public Uſe and Renctit, are gra- 
ciouſty pleaſed to condeicend to tarir Requcul, and do the: efore, by 
' theſe Preſents, as far as may be agreeable io the Statute in that 
made and provided, grant unto them, the ſaid James Zuck- 
dand, James Waugh, Joln Ward, Themas Longman, and Z award 
Dilly, their Executors, Adminifirators, and Aſſigus, our Royal Pri- 
— Licence for the ſole printing, publithing, and vending 
the Works, for the Term of Fouri-en Years, to be computed 
from the Date hereof ; firiftly forbidding and probibiting al! our 
within our Kingdoms and Dominions, to reprint, abridge, 
the ſame, either in the like or any other Volume or 
Volumes whatſoever ; or to import, buy, vend, utter, or difri- 
— — — beyond the Seas, during the 
Term 1 Taſte 772 ws arg Py Ap- 
probation of the ſai ames Buckland, James Waugh, Ward, 
Arators, Aſhigus, by Writing under their Hands and Scals 
firſt had and obtained, as they and every of them offending herein, 
| ay — — : Whereof the Conimiſſion- 
ers and other Officers of our Cuſtoms, the Mafter, Wardens, and 
Company of Stationers of our City of London, and all our other 
and Miniſters whom it may concern, are to take Notice 
Obedience be rendered to our Pleaſure herein fgnified. 
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PREFACE. 


has been long a complaint of the virtuous 

and refined world, that Poeſy, whoſe original 
is divine, ſhould be enſlaved to vice and profanc- 
nels; that an art, inſpired ſrom Heaven, ſhould 
have ſo far loſt the memory of its birth-place, as 
to be engaged in the intereſts of hell. How un- 
happily is it perverted from its moſt glorious de- 
fign! How baſcly has it been driven away from 
its proper ſtation in the Temple of Gop, and 
abuſed to much diſhonour! The iniquity of 
men has conſtrained it to ſerve their vileſt pur- 
poſes, while the Sons of Picty mourn the ſacri- 
lege and the ſhame. 
down to our ears, was a noble act of worſhip 
paid to the Gop of Ifracl, when his right hand 
became glorious in power : when thy right band, O 
Lord, daſhed in pieces the enemy: The chariots of Pha- 
rach and his boſls were caſt into the Red Sea; thou didft 
blew with thy wind, the deep covered them, and they 
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ant as lead in the mighty waters, Exod. xv. This 
art was maintained ſacred through the following 
ages of the church, and employed by kings and 
prophets ; by David, Solomon, and Iſaiah, in de- 
ſcribing the nature and the glories of Gon, 
and in conveying grace or vengeance to the 
hearts of men. By this method, they brought 
ſo much of heaven down to this lower world as 
the darkneſs of that diſpenſation would admit ; 
and now and then a divine and poetic rapture 
| Uſted their ſouls far above the level of that ceco- 
nomy of ſhadows, bore them away far into 
a brighter region, and gave them a glimpſe of 
Evangelic day. The life of angels was har- 
moniouſly breathed into the children of Adam, 
and their minds raiſed near to 900 tn mckody 
and devotion at once. 

In the younger days of heatheniſm, the muſes 
were devoted to the ſame ſervice. The language 
in which old Heſiod addreſſes them is this: 
Mera, II. Se, aoidyos nateTa, 

Atvre, Ar ewimers cri wariß Hf 


Pierian muſes, fam'd for head n 22 
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And he purſues the ſubje& in ten pious lines, 
which I could not forbear to tranſcribe, if the aſ- 
pect and ſound of ſo much Greek were not ter- 
rifying to a nice reader. 

But ſome of the latter poets of the Pagan 
world have debaſed this divine gift; and many 
of thc writers of the firſt rank, in this our age of 
national Chriſtiaas, have, to their eternal ſhame, 
ſurpaſſed the vileſt of the Gentiles, They have 
not only dijrobed religion of all the ornaments 
of verſe, but have employed their pens in im- 
pious miſchief, to deform her native beauty, and 
Cefile her honours. They have expoſed her moſt 
ſacred character to drollery, and dreſſed her up in 
a moſt vile and ridiculous diſguiſe, for the ſcorn 
of the ruder herd of mankind, The vices have 
been painted like ſo many goddeſſes, the charms 
of wit have becn added to debauchery, and the 
tcmptation heightened where nature needs the 
ſtrongeſt reſtraints. With ſweetneſs of ſound 
and delicacy of expreſſion, they have given a re- 
liſh to blaſphemies of the harſheſt kind; and, 
when they rant at their Maker in ſonorous num- 
bers, they ary themſelves to have a&ed the 
hero well. 
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Thus almoſt in vain have the throne and the 
pulpit cried reformation, while the ſtage and li- 
centious poems have waged open war with the 
pious defign of church and ſtate, The preſs has 
ſpread the poiſon far, and ſcattered wide the 
mortal infection: Unthinking youth have been 
enticed to fin beyond the vicious propenſities of 
nature, plunged carly into diſcaſes and death, 
and ſunk down to damnation in multitudes. 
Was it for this that poeſy was endued with all 
thoſe allurements that lead the mind away in a 
pleaſing captivity? Was it for this ſhe was 
furniſhed with fo many intellectual charms, that 
The might ſeduce the hcart from Gop, the ori- 
- ginal beauty, and the moſt lovely of beings ? 
Can I ever be perſuaded that choſe ſweet and re- 
fiffleſs forces of metaphor, wit, ſound, and num- 
ber, were given with this deſign, that they ſhould 
be all ranged under the banner of the great ma- 
licious ſpirit, to invade the rights of heaven, and 
to bring ſwift and everlaſting deſtruction upon 


men! How will theſe allies of the nether world, 


fore the great Judge, when the blood of many 
fouls, whom they never ſaw, ſhall be laid to the 


4 JG 


PREF AC E - 


charge of their writings, and be dreadfully re- 
quired at their hands! The Rev. Mr. Collier 
has ſet this awful ſcene before them in juſt and 
flaming colours. If the application were not too 
rude and uncivil, that noble ſtanza of my Lord 
Roſcommon, on Pſalm cxlviii, might be ad» 
dreſſed to them: 


Ye dragons, whoſe contagious breath 

Peoples the dark retreats of death, | 
Change yur dire hiſfFugs into heav nly ſong s, 
Aud praiſe your AJaker with your forked tongues! 


This profanation and debaſement of ſo divine 
an art, has tempted ſome weaker Chriſtians to 
imagine that poctry and vice are naturally akin; 
or, at leaſt, that verſe is fit only to recommend 
trifles, and entertain our looſer hours, but it is too 
light and trivial a method to treat any thing that is 
ſerious and ſacred, They ſubmit, indeed, to uſe it 
in divine pſalmody, but they love the drieft tranſ- 
lation of the pſalm beſt. They will venture to 
fing a dull hymn or two at church, in tunes of 
equal dulneſs; but ſtill they perſuade themſelves 
and their children, that the beauties of poeſy are 


vain and dangerous. All that riſes a degree aboye 
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Mr. Sternbold is too airy for worſhip, and hardly 
eſcapes the ſentence of unclean and abominablc. 
It is ſtrange, that perſons that have the Bible in 
their hands, ſhould be led away by thoughtleſs 
prejudices to fo wild and raſh an opinion. Let 
me intreat them not to indulge this ſour, this 
cenſorious humour too far, left the ſacred writ- 
ers fall under the laſh of their unlimited and un- 
guarded reproaches. Let me intreat them to 
look into their Bibles, and remember the ſty le 
and way of writing that is uſed by the ancient 
prophets. Have they forgot, or were they ne- 
ver told, that many parts of the Old Teſtament 
are Hebrew verſe ?—and the figures are ſtronger, 
and the mctaphors bolder, and the images more 
ſurprizing and ftrange, then ever I read in any 
profane writer. When Deborah ſings her praiſes 
to the Gop of liracl, while he marched from the 
field of Edom, ſhe ſets the carth a trembling, the 
heavens drep, and the my':mtains d ſſulue from before the 
| Lord. They fought from Heaven, the flars in their 
cour ſes fought again/? S:je a: ¶ len the river of K:/7.n 
feorpt them away, that ancient river, the river Kiſhon, 
O my foul, Thou haſt trodden down frength, Judg. v. 
&c. When Eliphaz, in the book of Job, ſpeaks 


. ö „ k 


PR E F ACE. 2 


his ſenſe of the holineſs of Gop, he introduces a 
machine in a viſion : Fear came upon me, trembling 
on ll my bones, the hair of my fl:jh flood up; a ſpirit 
paſſed by and ſivod ſiill, but its ſorm was undiſcernible ; 
an image before mine eyes, and filence; then I heard a 
w2ice, ſaying, Shall mortal man be more juſt than Cod? 
&c. Job iv. When he deſcribes the ſafety of the 
righteous, he hides him from the ſcourge of the tongue; 
he makes him laugh at dgſtruction and famime; he 
brings the ffones of the field into kague with him, 
and makes the brute animals enter into @ covenant | 
of peace, Job v. 21, &c. When Job ſpeaks of the 
grave, how melancholy is the gloom that he 
ſpreads over it! it is a region to which I muſt 
ſhortly go, and whence I ſhall not return; it i 4 
land of darkneſs, it is darkefs ite, the land of the 


ſhadow of death; all confuſion and diſorder, and 


where the light is as darkneſs. This is my houſe, there 
bade I made my bed : I have ſaid to corruption, thou 
art my fathcr, and to the worm, thou art my mother 
end my fijler : as for my hope, who hall ſce it? I and 
my boje go down together to the bars of the pit, Job 
x. 21. and xvii. 13. When he humbles himſelf 
in complainings before the almightineſs of Gon, 
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uſe! Mil thou break a leaf driven to and fro ? wilt 
ebou purſue the dry flubble * I conſume away like a 
' rotten thing, a garment eaten by the moth, Job xiii. 
25. Wc. Thou lifteft me up to the wind, thou cant 
me to ride upon it, and diſſolveft my ſubſiance, Job 
ideas to repreſent the ſcoundrel herd and refuſe 
of mankind than thoſe which Job uſes ? ch. xxx. 
and thereby he aggravates his own ſorrows and 
reproaches to amazement : They that are younger 
than I bave me in der iin, whoſe fathers I would 
baue di ſdained to have jet with the dogs of my flock : 
For want and fam ne they were ſolitary ; flecing 
auto the wilderneſs, deſolate and waſie : they cut up 
mallews by the buſhes, and juniper-1 cots, for their 
meat : they were driven forth from among men ( they cricd 
after them as after a thief) to dwell in the cliffs of the 
waliies, in the caves of the earth, and in rocks: among 
the buſhes they brayed, under the nettles they were ga- 
thered together ; they were the childran of fools, yea, 
children of baſe men; they were viler than the carth : 
And now am I their ſong, yea, I am their by-word, 
&c. How mournful and dejected is the language 
of his own ſorrows ! Terrors are turned upon him; 
bey pter fur bis ſoul as the wind, and his welfare paſſes 
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ay as a cloud; bis bones are pierced within him, and 
bis foul is powed out; be gees mourning without the 
fun, a brother to dragons, and a companton to owls ; 
them that weep. I muſt tranſcribe one half of this 
holy book, if I would ſhew the grandeur, the va- 
riety, and the juſtneſs of his ideas, or the pomp 
and beauty of his expreſſion. I muſt copy out 
a good part of the writings of David and Iſaiah, 
if I would repreſent the poetical excellencies of 
their thoughts and ſtyle; nor is the language of 
; the leſs prophets, eſpecially in ſome paragraphs, 
| much inferior to theſe. . 

Now, while they paint human nature in its va- 
| rious forms and circumftances, if their defigning 
; 


be ſo juſt and noble, their diſpoſition ſo artful, 
and their colouring ſo bright, beyond the moſt 
famed human writers, how much more muſt 
their deſcriptions of Gop and Heaven exceed all 
that is poſſible to be ſaid by a meaner tongue? 
When they ſpeak of the dwelling-place of Gon, 
He inhabits eternity, and fits upon the throne of his bo- 
lineſs, in the mid}? of light inacceſſible. When his ho- 
lineſs is mentioned, The heavens are not clean in his 
fight, be charges his angels with folly : be looks to the 


F 
= 
o 


4 
= 
— 


* 
— 


CE 


xiv PREFACE. 


fare his eyes : be is @ jealous God, and a conſuming fire. 
If we ſpeak of ſtrength, Behold be is flrong : be re- 
moves the mountains, and they know it not; he overturns 
them in his anger be ſhakes the earth from her place, 
and ber pillars tremble : he makes a path through the 
mighty waters; be d:jcovers the foundations of the world: 
the pillars of heaven are aftoni ſhed at his reproof. And 


after all, w/c are but @ portion of his ways : the thun 


der of bis power who can underſiand ® His ſove- 
reignty, his knowledge, and bis wiſdom, are re- 
vealed to us in language vaſtly ſuperior to all the 
poctical accounts of heathen divinity. Let the 
Shall the clay ſay to him that faſhioneth it, What mate 
thou He bias the heavens drop down from above, and 
fgets the ſkies pour down righteouſneſs, He commands 


Ale fun, and it riſeth not; and be ſealeth up the flars. 


It is be that ſaith to the deep, Be dry, and he drieth up 
the rivers. Wie to them that ſeek deep to hide their 
counſel from the Lord; - bis eyes are upon all their ways, 
he underflands their thoughts afar off. Hell is naked 
before him, and defiruftion hath no covering, He calls 
cut the flars by their names ; he fruftrateth the tokens 
of the lars, and makes the diviners mad : be turns wiſe 
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men backward, and their knowledge becomes fooliſh. 
His tranſcendent eminence, above all things, is 
moſt nobly repreſented, when he fits upon the 


1 hy ana” and the inhabitants thereof are as 


le, He 
takes up the ifles as @ very little thing; Lebanon, with 
a'l her beaſts, is not ſufficient for a ſacrifice to this God, 
nor are all her trees ſufficient for the burning : this 
God, before whom the whole creation is as nothing, 
yea, leſs than nothing, and vanity. To which of all 


| the heathen gods ben will ye compare me, /aith the 


| Lord, and what ſhall I be likened to? And to which 
of all the heathen poets ſhall we liken or com- 


paare this glorious orator, the ſacred deſcriber of 


the Godhead ? The orators of all nations are as 
nothing before him, and their words arc vanity 
and emptineſs. Let us turn our eyes now to 
ſome of the holy writings, where Gop is creating 
the world: how meanly do the beſt of the Gen- 
tiles talk and trifle upon this ſubject, when 
Longinus himſelf, a Gentile critic, cites as a 
maſter of the ſublime ſtyle, when he choſe to uſe 
it : And the Lord ſaid, Let there be light: and there 
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was light : Let there be clouds and ſeas, fun and flars, 
Plants and animals : and, behold, they are ! he com- 
manded, and they appear and obey : by the word 
" of the Lord were the heavens made; and all the hoſt of 

them by the breath of bis mouth. This is working 
like a Gow, with infinite caſe and omnipotence. 
His wonders of providence, for the terror and 
ruin of his adverſaries, and for the ſuccour of 
his ſaints, are ſet before our eyes in the Scripture 
with equal magnificence, and as becomes divi- 
nity. When be ariſes cut of bis place the earth trem- 
bet, the foundations of the hills are ſhaken, becauſe he 
is wroth : there goes a ſmoke up out of bis noſtrils, and 
fire out of his mouth devoureth ; coals are kindled by it. 
He bows the heavens and comes down, and darkneſs is 
wnder his feet. The mountains meli like wax, and flow 
down at bis preſence, If Virgil, Homer, or Pin- 
dar, were to prepare an equipage for a deſcend- 
ing God, they might uſe thunder and lightnings 
too, and clouds and fire, to form a chariot and 
horſes for the battle, or the triumph; but there 
is none of them provides him a flight of cherubs 
inſtead of horſes, or ſeats him in chariots of ſalva- 
tion. David beholds him riding pn the Heaven |} 
of Heavens, by bis name Jan! He was mounted upon 


PREF ACE. xvii 
& cherub and did fly; he flew on the wings of the 
wind; and Habakkuk ſends the" peffilence before 
him. Homer keeps a mighty ftir with his 
NePurryrghls Zeb, and Heſiod with his Zet 8. 
Petfras, Jupiter, that raiſes up the clouds, 
and that makes a noiſe, or thunders on high. 
— But a divine poet makes the clouds but the 
duft of his fert; and, when the Higheſt gives bis vaics-m 
the heavens, hailflones and coals of fire follow. A di- 
vine poet diſcovers the channels. of the waters, - and 
lays open the foundations of nature; at thy rebuke, O 
Lord, at the blaſt of the breath of thy noſtrils. When 
the Hol Oxx alighted upon mount Sinai, 
his glory covered the heavens : be flood and meaſured 
the earth : be beheld and drove afunder the nations, 
petual hills did bow ; bis ways are everiaſimg. Then 
the prophet ſaw the tents of Cuſhan in affliion, 
animated theſe writers; forbid them the uſe of 
viſions, dreams, the opening of ſcenes dreadful 
and delightful, and the introduction of machines 
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images are often too bold and dangerous for an 
uviaſpired writer to imitate. Mr. Dennis has 
made a noble eſſay to diſcover how much ſupe- 
rior is inſpired poeſy to the brighteſt and beſt 
. deſcriptions of a- mortal pen. Perhaps, if his 
Propoſal of Criticiſm had been encouraged and 
due for. the word of Con, and the wits of the 
.of Deiſm; while they muſt have been forced to 
confeſs at leaſt the divinity of all the poetical 
books of Scripture, when they ſee a genius run- 
Wo is there now will dare to aſſert, that the 
 doftrines of our holy faith will not indulge or 
endure 2 delightful dreſs? Shall the French 
poet ® affright us, by laying, 
De le foi Pun Obretien les myſieres terribles 
Dornemens egayes ne ſont point ſuſceptible: ? 


But the French critic 4, in his Refleftions 


upon Eloquence, telle us, That the majeſty of 
= our religion, the holineſs of its laws, the 


| © purity of its morals, the height of its myſte- 
® Roilkew, =o Rapin, 
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hw. ths, 


< ſource of all the riches and ornaments; of 
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< ries, and the importance of every ſubject hat 
belongs to it, requires a grandeur, a qublenes, 
« a majeſty, and elevation pf Ale, ſuited = 
theme: ſparkling images and magnifiecar 
at oct Leto .box+ 
< rowed from Scripture : Let the macher 
„that aims at eloquence, read the prophets jgy 

<« ceflantly ; for their writings are an abundant 


< ſpeech,” And, is my epiniqn, this js far ewes 
counſel than Horace gives us, * — 


— Po; exemplar Cræca 


Wr 
to divinity, I have reaſon to repent of nothing 
more than that I have not peruſed the Bible 
with more frequency; ſo if I were to ſet up 
for a poet, with a defign to excecd all the m 
dern writers, I would follow the advice pf Ra- 
am ſure, the compyſures of the following boak 
would have been filled with much greater ſenſe, 
and appeared with much 2 orna- 
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ments, had I derived a larger portion from the 
holy Scriptures, 


- Beſides, we may fetch 2 farther: anſwer to 


of his own country. What a noble uſe have 
Racine and Corncille made of chriſtian ſubjeRs 
in fome of their beſt tragedies! What a va- 
net of divine ſcenes are diſplayed, and pious 
paſſions awakened in thoſe poems ! the Martyr- 


love and pity, and at the ſame time animate 


the liberty to return my thanks to that fair and 
ingenious hand * that directed me to ſuch enter- 


tainments in a foreign language, which I had 


long wiſhed for, and fought in vain in our own. 
Yet I muſt confeſs, that the Davideis, and the 


two Arthurs, have fo far anſwered Boilcau's | 
objeRtion, in Engliſh, as that the obſtacles of 


attempting chriſtian poeſy are broken down, 
and the vain pretence of its being impracticable 
is experimentally confuted +. 

® Philomela. | 

+ Sir Richard Blackmore, in his admirable preface to his laſt 
poun entitled Alfred, has more copioully refuted all Boileav's ar- 


dom of Polyeucte, how doth it reign over our 


our zeal and devotion! May I here be permitted | 
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It is true, indeed, the chriſtian myfterics 
have not ſuch need of gay trappings as beauti- 
fied, or rather compoſed, the heathen ſuperſti- 
tion. But this ſtill makes for the greater caſc 
and ſurer ſucceſs of the poet. The wonders of 
our religion, in a plain narration and a funple 
dreſs, have a native grandeur, a dignity, and 
a , in them, though they do not utterly 
diſdain all methods of ornament. The book of 
Revelation ſeems to be a prophecy in the form 
of an opera, or a dramatic poem, where divine 
art illuſtrates the ſubjet with many charming 
glories ; but ſtill it muſt be acknowledged, that 
the naked themes of chriſtianity have fome- 
thing brighter and bolder in them; ſomething 
more ſurpriſing and celeſtial than all the ad- 
ventures of gods and heroes, all the dazzling 
images of falſe luſtre, that form and garniſh 2 
heathen ſong: Here the very argument would 
give wonderful aids to the muſe, . and the 
heavenly theme would ſo relieve à dull hour 
and a languiſhing genius, chat, when the muſe 
guments on this ſobjeft, and that with great juſtice and elegance, 
2723. I am perſuaded that many perſons who deſpiſe the pow, 
* 
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e e him dee e 
"With How much lefs 'toil and expence might 


a Dryden, an Otway, a Congreve, or a Den- 


as, Gina ne hin poem than 2 m0 : 


dern play: There is nothing amongſt all the 
ancient fables, or later romances, that have 
two ſuch extremes united in them, as the eternal 
Gon becoming an infant of days; the Poſſeſſor 
of the palace of heaven laid to fleep in a manger; 
the holy Jz3vs, who knew no fan, bearing the 
fins of men in his body on the tree; agoniesof 
ſorrow loading the ſoul of him who was Gop over 
all, bleſſed for ever; and the Sovercign of life 
ſtretching his arms on a croſs, bleeding and expir- 
ing : the heaven and the Hell in our divinity, are 
_ infinitely more delightful and dreadful than the 
childiſh figments of a dog with three heads, the 
duckets of the Belides, the furies with fnaky hairs, 
or all the flowery ftories of Elyſium. And, if we 
ſurvey the one as themes divinely true, and the 
other as a medley of fooleries which we can 
never believe, the advantage for touching the 
ſprings of paſſion will fall infinitely on the fide of 
the chriſtian poet; our wonder and our love, 
out pity, delight, and ſorrow, with the long 
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train of hopes and fears, muſt needs be under 
the command of an harmonious pen, whoſe 
every line makes a part of the reader's faith, 
and is the very life or death of his ſoul. 

If the trifling and incredible tales, that fur- 
niſh out a tragedy, are ſo armed by wit and 
fancy as to become ſovereign of the rational 
powers, to triumph over all the affections, and 
manage our {miles and our tears at pleaſure, . 
how wondrous a conqueſt might be obtained 
over a wild world, and reduce it, at leaſt, to 
ſobriety, if the ſame happy talent were em- 
ployed in drefling the ſcenes of religion ĩn their 
proper figures of majeſty, ſweetneſs, and terror !. 
The wonders of creating power, of redeeming. 
love, and renewing grace, ought not to be thus 
impiouſly neglected by thoſe whom Heaven has 
endued with a gift ſo proper to adorn and cultĩ 
vate them: an art, whoſe. ſweet infinuations- 
might almoſt convey piety imo reſiſting nature, 


Amd hardeſt forts to the love of vidtuws 


The affairs of this life, with a reference to a 

life to come, would ſhine bright in a drama- 

tic deſcription; nor is there any need, or any 

reaſon, why we ſhould always borrow the plan 
b 4 
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or hiſtory from the ancient Jews or primitive 
martyrs 3 though ſeveral of theſe would furniſh | 
out noble materials for this ſort of poeſy : but 
modern ſcenes would be better underſtood by 
moſt readers, and the application would be 
much more caſy. The anguiſh of inward guilt; 

the ſecret ſtings, and racks, and ſcourges of con- 
ſcience; the fweet retiring hours, and ſeraphi- 
cal joys of devotion; the victory of a reſolved 
ſoul over a thouſand temptations; the inimit- 
able love and paſſion of a dying Gon; the aw- 
ful glories of the laſt tribunal ; the grand de- 
cifive ſentence, from which there is no appeal; 

and the conſequent tranſports or horrors of the 
two eternal worlds; theſe things may be va- 
nouſly diſpoſed, and form many poems. How 
might ſuch performances, under a divine bleſſ- 
ing, call back the dying piety of the nation to 
life and beauty ! This would make religion ap- 


of a profligate world, ignorant of pious plea- 
ſures. 


. But we have reaſon to fear, that the tuneful 
men of our day have not raiſed their ambition 
to ſodivine a pitch: I ſhould rejoice to ſee more 
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of this celeſtial fire kindling withia them; for 
the flaſhes, that break out in ſome preſent and 
the incomparable Mr. Cowley, in the latter end 
of his preface, and the ingenious Sir Richard 
Blackmore, in the beginning of his, have fo 
pathetically deſcribed and lamented, that I 
rather reſer the reader to mourn with them, than 
detain and tire him here. Theſe gentlemen, in 
their large and laboured works of poeſy, have 
given the world happy examples of what they 
wiſh and encourage in proſe; the one in a rich 
variety of thought and fancy, the other in all 
the ſhining colours of profuſe and florid diflion. 

If ſhorter ſonnets were compoſed on ſub- 
lime ſubjects, ſuch as the Pſalms of David, and 
the holy tranſports interſperſed in the other 
ſacred writings, or ſuch as the moral odes of 
Horace, and the ancient Lyrics; I perſuade my- 
ſelf, that the chriſtian preacher would find 
abundant aid from the poet, in his deſign to 
diffuſe virtue and allure ſouls to Gon. If the 
heart were firſt inflamed from heaven, and the 
muſe were not left alone to form the devotion, 
and purſue a cold ſcent, but only called in as an 
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affiftant to the worſhip, then the ſong would end 
where the inſpiration ceaſes; the whole com- 
poſure would be of a piece, all meridian light 
and meridian fervour ; and the ſame pious flame 
would be propagated, and kept glowing in the 
heart of him that reads. Some of the ſhorter 
Odes of the two poets now mentioned, and a 
few of the Reverend Mr. Norris's Eſſays in 
4 — 


of this propoſal. 


It is my opinion alſq, that the free and un- 


confined numbers of Pindar, or the noble mea- 
ſures of Milton without rhime, would beſt main- 
tain the dignity of the theme, as well as give a 
looſe to the devout ſoul, nor check the raptures 
of her faith and love. Though, in my feeble 
attempts of this kind, I have too often fettered 
my thoughts in the narrow metre of our pſalm- 
tranflators, I have contracted and cramped the 
ſenſe, or rendered it obſcure and feeble, by the 
too ſpeedy and regular returns of rhime. 
If my friends expect any reaſon of the fol- 
lowing compoſures, and of the firſt or ſecond 


publication, 1 en them to accept of this 
account, 
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The title aſſures them that poeſy is not the 
buſineſs of my life; and, if I ſeized thoſe hours 
of leiſure, wherein my ſoul was in a more” 
ſprightly frame, to entertain them or myſelf 
with a divine or moral ſong, I hope I ſhall find 
an eaſy pardon. 

In the firſt book are many odes which were 
written to aſſiſt the meditations and worſhip of 
vulgar Chriſtians, and with a deſign to be pub- 
liſhed in the volume of hymas, which have now 


paſſed a ſecond impreſſion ; but, upon the re- 


view, I found ſome expreſſions that were not 
ſuited to the plaineſt capacity, and the meta- 
therefore I have allotted them a place here. 

Among the ſongs that are dedicated to Divine 
Love, I think I may be bold to affert, that 1 
never compoſed one line of them with any 
other deſign than what they are applied to here; 
and I have endeavoured to ſecure them all from 
being perverted and debaſed to wanton paſſions, 
by ſeveral lines in them that can never be ap- 
plied to a meaner love. Are not the nobleſt 
inſtances of the grace of Chriſt reprefentett 


| under the figure of a conjugal ſtate, and de- 
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ſcribed in one of the ſweeteſt odes, and the 
Tofteſt paſtoral, that ever was written? I ap- 
peal to Solomon *, in his ſong, and his father 
David, in Pſalm xlv, if David was the author: 
and I am well aſſured, that I have never in- 
dulged an equal licence : it was dangerous to 
umitate the ſacred writers too nearly in ſo nice 
an affair, 

The Poems Sacred to Virtue, &c. were formed 
when the frame and humour of my ſoul was 
Juſt ſuited to the ſubjet of my verſe: the 
Image of my heart is painted in them; and, 
if they meet with a reader whoſe foul is akin 
to mine, perhaps they may agreeably entertain 
him. The dulneſs of fancy, and coarſeneſs of 
the expreſſion, will diſappear; the ſameneſs of the 
Humour will create a pleaſure, and inſenfibly 


overcome and conceal the defects of the muſe. 


Young geatlemen and ladies, whoſe genius and 
education have given them a reliſh of oratory 
and verſe, may be tempted to ſeek ſatisfaftion | 
among the dangerous diverſions of the ſtage, 


©® Solomon's Song was much more in uſe — and 


writers of divinity when theſe Poems were written, than it is 
F D. 1736. ” 
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and impure ſonnets, if there be no proviſion of 
a ſafer kind made to pleaſe them, While T 
have attempted to gratify innocent fancy in this 
reſpect, I have not forgotten to allure the heart 
to virtue, and to raiſe it to a diſdain of brutal 
pleaſures. The frequent interpoſition of a de- 
vout thought may awaken the mind to a ſerious 
ſenſe of Gop, religion, and eternity. The 
ſame duty that might be deſpiſed in a ſermon, 
when propoſed to their reaſon, may, here, per- 
haps, ſeize the lower faculty with ſurpriſe, de- 
light, and devotion, at once; and thus, by de- 
grees, draw the ſuperior powers of the mind to 
piety. Amongſt the infinite numbers of man- 
kind, there is not more difference in theiroutward 
ſhape and features than in their temper and in- 
ward inclination. Some are more eaſily ſuſceptive 
of religion in a grave diſcourſe and ſedate reaſon- 
ing. Some are beſt frightened from ſin and 


ruin by terror, threatenitig, and amazement : 


their fear is the propereſt paſſion to which we 
can addreſs ourſelves, and begin the divine 
work : others can fcel ho motive ſo powerful as 
that which applies itſelf to their ingenuity and 


their poliſhed imagination. Now I thought it 
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lawful to take hold of any handle of the ſoul to 
lead it away betimes from vicious pleaſures ; 
and if I could but make up a compoſition of 
views and delight, fied het of well: 
bred youth and a refined education, I had ſome 
hope to allure and raiſc them thereby above the 
vile temptations of degenerate nature, and cuſ- 
tom that ĩs yet more degenerate, When I have 
felt a flight inclination to ſatire or burleſque, 1 
thought it proper to ſuppreſs it. The grinning 
and the growling muſe are not hard to be ob- 
| tained; but I would diſdain their aſſiſtance, 
Where a manly invitation to virtue and a friendly 
ſmile may be ſucceſsfully employed. Could I 
perſuade any man by a kinder method, I ſhould 
never thank it proper to ſcold or laugh at him. 
Perhaps there are ſome moroſe readers that 

Rand ready to condemn every line that is writ- 
en upon the theme of love; but have we not 
the cares and che felicities of that ſort of ſocial 
 Jife wepreſented 40 us in the ſacred writings ? 
Same expreſſions are there uſed, with adefign to 
give a martifyipg influence to our ſofteſt affec- 
cians; others again brighten the character of 
that Rate, and allure virtuous ſouls to purſuc 
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the divine advantage of it, the mutual aſſiſtance 
in the way to ſalvation. Are not the cxxvaith 
jet? Shall it be lawful for the preſs and the pul- 
pit to treat of it with a becoming ſolemnity in 
proſe, and muſt the mention of the ſame thing 
in poeſy be pronounced for ever unlawful? Is it 
utterly unworthy of a ferious character to write 
on this argument, becauſe it has been unhappily 
polluted by ſome ſcurrilous pens ? why may not 
be permitted to obviate a common and a grow- 
ing miſchief, while a thouſand vile poems of 
the amorous kind ſwarm abroad, and give a vi- 
ciqus taint to the unwary reader? I would tell 
the world that I have endeavoured to recover 
this argument out of the hands of impure writ- 
ers, and to make it appear, that virtue and love 
are not ſuch ſtrangers as they are repreſented. 
The bliſsful intimacy of ſouls, in that Kaze, will 
afford ſufficient furniture for che graveſt enter- 
. tainmeat in verſe; fo that at need not be ever- 
laſtingly dreſſed up in ridicule, nor aſſumed only 
uo furniſh out the lewd ſonnets of the times. 
 dervice that I propaſed, and, by ſuperzor ſenſe 
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and ſweeter ſound, render what I have written 
n | 

The imitations of that noble Latin poet of 
modern ages, Cafimire Sarbiewſki of Poland, 
would need no excuſe, did they but ariſc to the 
beauty of the original. I have often taken the 
freedom to add ten or twenty lines, or to leave 
out as many, chat I might ſui: my ſong more to 
my own defign, or becauſe I ſaw it impoſſible to 
preſent the force, the ſineneſs, and the fire, of 
his exprefſion, in our language. There are a few 
fame author, without the mention of his name 
in the title. Methinks I can allow ſo ſupefior 
a genius to be now and then laviſh in his ima- 
gination, and to indulge ſome excurſions beyond 


glory of his verſe make atonement in abundance. 


I wiſh ſome r z 


his treaſures, and bleſs our nation. 


witranted and defended by the praftice of al- 
calivty this right" refes of morality to the ined, 
in the ſofter method of applauſe. Suſtained by 


the limits of ſedate judgment: The riches and 
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their example, a man will not be eaſily over- 
whelmed by the heavieſt cenfures of the un- 
is a ſhadow of this practice in the divine Pſalm- 
iſt, while he inſcribes to Aſaph or Jeduthun his 
ſongs that were made for the harp, or (which is 
all one) his Lyric Odes, though they are ad- 

dreſſed to Gon himſelf. 3 
In the Poems of heroic meaſure, I have at- 
tempted in rhime the ſame variety of cadence, 
comma, and period, which blank verſe glories 


in, as its peculiar elegance and ornament. It 


degrades the excellency of the beſt verſification 
when the lines run on by couplets, twenty toge- 
ther, juſt in the ſame pace, and with the ſame 
pauſes. It fpoils the nobleſt pleaſure of the 
ſound : the reader is tired with the tedious uni- 
formity, or charmed to ſleep with the unmanly 


| foftneſs of the numbers, and the perpetual chime 


of even cadences. 
In the EGays without rhime, Lhave not ſet up 


Milton for a perfect pattern; though he ſhall be 


for ever honoured as 
bondage. / His works 
equalled inftances 


c 
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wich every page of it. The length of his pe- 
riods, and ſometimes of his parentheſis, runs me 
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2s well as majeſty and ſereneneſs of thought. 

"There are ſeveral epiſodes, in his longer works, | 
that fland in fopreme dignity without a rival; | 
yet all that vaſt reverence, with which I read his 4 
Paradiſe Loft, cannot perſuade me to be charmed } : 


out of breath: ſome of his numbers ſeem too 
harſh and uncaſy. I could never believe, chat 
roughneſs and obſcurity added any thing to the 
true grandeur of a poem: Nor will lever aſſect 
archaiſms, exoticiſms, and a quaint uncouthneſs 
of ſpeech, in order to become perfectly Miltonian. 
It is my opinion, that blank verſe may be writ- 
ten with all due elevation of thought in a mo- 
dern ſtyle, without borrowing any thing from 
Chaucer's Tales, or running back ſo far as the 
days of Colin the Shepherd, and the reign of 
the Fairy Queen. The oddneſs of an antique 
ſound gives but a falſe pleafure to the car, 
and abuſes the true reliſh, even when it works 
delight. There were ſome ſach judges of poeſy 
among the old Romans; and Martial ingeniouſly 
laughs at one of them, that was pleaſed, even to 
aſtoniſhment, with obſolcte words and figures. 


Attonituſque legis terrai frugiferai, 
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So the ill · drawn poſtures and diſtortion of ſhape, 
that we meet with in Chineſe pictures, charm a 


„ 
ſome modern writers have ſtretched their ſen- 


theſe the ear is the trueſt judge: nor was it made 
to be enſlaved to any preciſe model of elder or 


After all, I muſt petition my reader to lay 
aſide the ſour and ſullen air of criticiſm, and to 


to read at particular hours, when the temper of 
his mind is ſuited to the ſong. Let him come 
with a defire to be entertained and pleaſed, ra- 
ther than to ſeck his own diſguſt and averſion, 


Which will not be hard to find. I am not ſo 


vain as to think there are no faults, nor fo blind 

as to eſpy none : though I hope the multitude of 

alterations in the ſecond edition are not without 

amendment. There is ſo large a difference be- 
; C2 
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: tween that and the former, in the change of ti- 
tles, lines, and whole poems, as well as in the va- 
rious tranſpoſitĩons, that it would be uſcleſs and 
endleſs, and all confuſion, for any reader to com- 
. make up almoſt half the book; and ſome of theſe 
have need of as many alterations as the former. 
Many 2 line needs the file to poliſh the rough- 
neſs of it; and many a thought wants richer lan- 
guage to adorn and make it ſhine. Wide de- 
bende and equal ſuperfluitics may be found, ec 
pecially in the larger pieces; but I have at pre- 
ſent neither inclination nor leiſure to correct, 
and T hope I never ſhall. It is one of the big- 
the world, that I expect to be for ever free from 
the temptation of making or mending pocms 
gain“. 80 that my friends may be perfectly 
ſecure againſt this impreffion's growing waſte 

upon their hands, and uſclefs, as the former has 
done. Let minds that are better furniſhed for 
ſuch performances purſue theſe ftudics, if they 
are convinced that poeſy can be made ſerviceable 


* Nateram expolles farce ficet, wſque recurret. . Will this 
ort note of Horace excuſe a man who has refiſted nature many 


> Years, but has been ſometimes overcame ? 1736. Edition the 9th. 
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to religion and virtue. As for myſelf, I almoſt: 
bluſh to think that I have read ſo little and wrat- 
ſhall be more entirely devoted to the imme- - 
diate and direct labours of my ftation, excepting 
thoſe hours that may be employed in finiſhing 
my imitation of the Pſalms of David in Chrif- - 
world®, 

I cannot court the world to purchaſe this book 
for their pleaſure or entertainment, by telling 
them that any one copy entirely pleaſes me. 
The beſt of them ſinks below the idea which I 
form of a Divine or Moral Ode. He that deals 
in the myſteries of heaven or of the muſes, 
ſhould be a genius of no vulgar mould : and, as- 
the name Vates belongs to both, ſo the furniture: 
of both is compriſed in that line of Horace, 

But what Juvenal ſpake in his age abides true- 
in ours: a complete poet or a prophet is ſuch a 


, 
Ia the year 1719 theſe were finiſhed and printed, 
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- Perhaps neither of theſe characters in perfec- 
tion ſhall ever be ſeen on earth, till the ſeventh 
angel has founded his awful trumpet; till the 

* © victory de complete over the beaſt and his image, 
when the natives of Heaven ſhall join in conſort 
with prophets and ſaints, and fing to their golden 

harps, Salvation, honour, and glory, to Him that fits 
neon the throne, and to the L AMR for ever ! 


May 14, 1709. 
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Tu He that lends thy tom ring thoughts their wing, 
And tunes thy lyre when thou attempt'ſt to fing: 


| Ar — 


ON READING 


Mr. WATTS'S POEMS, 
Sacred to Piety and Devotion. 


EGARD the man who, in ſeraphic lays 
And-flowing numbers, fings his Maker's praiſc : 
He needs invoke no fabled muſe's art, 

From i has deign'd t'inſpire 
With holy raptures and a ſacred fre. ** 

Thrice happy man ! whoſe foul and guilrleſs breaſt 
Are well prepat'd to lodge th'almighty Gueſt ! 


Hs to thy foul lets in celeftial day, 
Eva whilſt impriſon'd in this mortal clay. 
By Death's grim aſpect thou art not alarm'd ; 
He, for thy fake, has death itſelf difarm'd ; 
Nor ſhall the grave o'er thee a victory boaſt ; 
Her triumph in thy rifing ſhall be loſt, 

- When thou ſhalt join th*'angelic choirs above, 
In never-ending ſongs of praiſe and love! 


 EUSEBIA.. 


L avi } 


1 0 | 
Mr. WATTS, 
ON HIS ' 


POEMS SACRED TO DEVOTION. 


I. 
rr 
My pen ve muſe no more 
Of love's force 
Along the flow*ry ſhore. 
| II. 
No more M1zT11.10's fatal face 
My quiet breaſt alarms; 
Fiis eyes, his hair, and youthful grace, 


e 


TO MR. 1. WATTS. xlvii 


V. 

The gliding ſtreams their courſe forbear 
When I thy lays repeat; 
The blending foreſt lends an ear ; 

The birds their notes forget. 
VI. 
Wich ſuch a graceful harmony 
Thy numbers ſtill prolong; 
And let remoteſt lands reply, 
And echo to thy ſong. 
VII. 

Far as the diſtant regions, where 
The beauteous morning {pri 
And ſcatters odours through tae air 
From her reſplendent wings, 

VIII. 


Unto the new- found realms, which ſee 
The latter ſun ariſe, 

When, with an eaiy progreſa, he 
Rolls down the ancient ſkies. 


Jaly, 2706. 


PHILOMEL 4 


Mr. I. WATTS, 
ON READING HIS HORZ LYRICA. 


AIL, beav*n-bora muſe! that, with celeſtial flame 
And high ſeraphic numbers durſt attempt 
To gain thy native ſkies. No common theme 
Merits thy thought, ſelf-conſcious of a foul 
Superior, though on earth detain'd a while; 
Like ſome propitious angel that's defign'd 
A reſident in this inferior orb, 
To guide the wand'ring fouls to heavenly bliſs, 
Thou ſeem*| ; while thou their everlaſting ſongs 
| Haſt ſang to mortal ears, and down to earth I dlime, 
Transferr*'d the work of Heaven: with thought 


And with external glories Al d the void, 
Harmonious {craphs tun'd their golden harps, 


ro MR, 1. WATTS. xx 
And, with their cheerful Hallelujaha, bleſs'd 
The | A tl of tl - | . = is; 
From orb to orb th'alternate muſic rang, 
And from the cryſtal arches of the fry 
Roach'd out then glorious world, the native ſeat 


Of the firſt happy pair, who join'd their ſongs 
To the loud echoes of th'angelic choirs, 


Freſh heav*aly bloom and gay immortal youth. 


Not fo, alas! the vile apoſtate race, 
Who in mad joys their brutal hours employ'd, 
The Pow'r Supreme that gave em life and breath; 
Incarnate fiends ! -outrageous, they defy'd 


— — 


1 T6 Mn. 1. warts. 


And, fr d for ever by eternal fate, ; 
1288 US CNY CIR, | 


madneſs ! that the ſacred muſe, 
Field Fs lhnte'vo — 
And trace the boundleſs glories of the ſky, 
Should now to every idol baſely bow, | 
And curſe the Deity ſhe once ador d, | 
EreQting trophies to each ſordid vice, 

And celebrating the infernal praiſe 

Of haughty Lucifer, the foe 

Of God and man, and winning ev'ry hour 

New votarics to hell, while all the fiends 

Hear theſe accurſed lays, and, thus outdone, 

Raging, they try to match the human race, 

all their helliſh 
And with loud curſes rend the gloomy vault. 


+ e — * 
© © 


mortals! ah"! too late you'll find 
What tis to banter heaven and laugh at hell; 
To dreſs up vice in falſe delufive charms, 
dreams and vain fantaſtic joys, 
2 — 
When the great Judge ſhall reat his awful throne, 
And raging flames ſur ound the i 
While the loud thunders far from pole to 

And the laſt trump awakes the fleeping dead; 
And guilty fouls to ghaſtly bodies driven, 


r „KK 
* 


Say now, ye men of wit! what tum of 
Will pleaſe you then! alas! how dull and poor, 
E'en to yourſelves, will your land Gighes agg 1 
Of idiots. And perhaps, in vain you'll with 
You'd been as very tools as once you 
Others, for the ſublimeſt wiſdom ſcoru d; 

Shall ſinge your laurels, and the men, 

Who thought they flew fo high, ſhall fall fo low. 


No more, my muſe, of that tremendous thought ! 
Th'iunmortal man, that with immortal verſe 
Rivals the bymns of angels, and, like them, 
mortal critics idle rules : 
While the celeſtial flame that warms thy ſoul 


Than Horace ever taught his ſounding lyre; 
And purer far, though Martial's ſelf might ſeem 
A modeſt poet in our Chriſtian days. 
May thoſe forgotten and neglected lie, 
No more let men be fond-of fab'lous gods, - 

Nor heathen wit debauch one chriſtian line, 
While with the coarſe and daubing paint we hide 

4 2 


1 TO Mi. 1. WATTS. 


The ſhining deauties of eternal truth, 

That in her native dreſs appears moſt bright, 

And charms the eyes of angels. Oh! like thee, 
Let every nobler genius tune his voice 

To fubjefts worthy of their tow*ring thoughts. 

Let HEAVEN and Anna then your tuneful art 
Improve, and conſecrate your deathleſs lays 

To HIR' who reigns above, and Her who rules below. 


April x7, 1706. 


JOSEPH STANDEN. 
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10 
Mr. WATTS, 
ON HIS DIVINE POEMS. 


AY, human feragh, whence Guat eanning fone 
That flame! that foul! which animates each line ; 


And how it runs with ſuch a graceful eaſe, 
Loaded with pond'rous ſenſe! ſay, did not he, 
The lovely Jeſus, who commands thy breaſt, 
Inſpire thee with himſelf? With Jeſus dwells, 
Knit in myſterious bands, the Paaacrzrx, 
The breath of God, the everlaſting ſource 

Of love : And what is love in fouls like thine, 
But air and incenſe to the poet's fire ? 

Mingle the images of things about him, 
But hear the leaſt exalted of thy ſtrains, 
How greedily he'd drink the muſic in, 
Thinking his heav'nly convoy waited near! 
So great a ſtreſs of powerful harmony 

Nature, unable longer to ſuſtain, 

Would fink, oppreſs d with joy, to cndleſs reſt. 


Let none henceforth of providence complain, 
As if the world of ſpirits lay unknown, 


— 


liv TO MA. 1. WATTS. 


What tho? no ſhining angel darts from thence, 
With leave to publiſh things conceal'd from ſenſe, 
In language bright as theirs, we are here told, 
When life its narrow round of years hath roll'd, 
What *tis the blefs*'d, what makes their bliſs ; * 
Songs fuch as Warrs's are, and love like his. x 


But then, dear Sir, be cautious how you uſe, 
To tranſports fo intenſely rais d, your muſe, 
The foul leap out, and drop the meaner clay. 


Sept. 4, 2706. 


HENRY GROFE. 


1 ] 


To 
Dr. WATTS, 


on THE FIFTH EDITION OF WIS 
HORA LYRICA 


CH 


Of a young bard that dares attempt thy praiſe. 
A muſe the meaneſt of the vocal 


New to the bays, nor equal to the 
Fir'd with the growing glories of thy 
Joins all her pow'rs to celebrate thy name. 
No veins Game: Oy FO Is 
No ſcenes of luſt pollute thy ſacred page: 
You in majeſtic numbers mount the ſkies, 


Wan. | 
For every grace of every muſe is thine. 

Mir rox, immortal bard, divinely bright, 

Conducts his fav rite to the realms of light; 
Where Rarnazr'e lyre charms the celeſtial throng, 
Delighted cherubs liſt ning . 

| And take the frects of un and of love. 


- ri TO DR. WATTS. | 
'But, when the ſofter ſcenes of life you paint, 
And join the beauteous virgin to the faint ; 


When you deſcribe how few the happy pairs, 
Whoſe hearts united, foften all their cares ; 
We ſee to whom the ſweeteſt joys belong, 
And Mra a*s beauties conſecrate your fong. 
Fain the unnumber'd graces I would tell, 

And on the theme for ever dwell : 
But the muſe faints, unequal to the flight, 
And hears thy firains with wonder and delight. 
When tombs of princes ſhall in ruins lie, | 
And all, but heav'n-born Prarv, ſhall die; 
When the laſt trumpet wakes the filent dead, 
And each laſcivious poet hides his head, 
With thee ſhall thy divine Un ax1a rife, 
Crown'd with freſh laurels to thy native ſkies: 
Great How and Gone ſhall hail thee on thy way, 
And welcome thee to the bright realms of day ; 
Adapt thy tuneful notes to heav*nly ſtrings, 

And join the Lyric Ode while fome fair ſeraph fings ! 


Sic ſpirat, fic optat, 
Tui amantiſſimus 
BRITANNICUS. 


HORE 


_————————————— 


HORAEz LT RICE. 
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BOOK I. 
Sacred to Devotion and Piety. 


WORSHIPPING WITH FEAR. 


I. 
dares attempt th*eternal name 
With notes of mortal ſound ? 
Dangers and glories guard the theme, 
And ſpread deſpair around. 


E 


: 
* 


k 
1 
5 
. 
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Ix, | 
| So much a- kin to nothi 


nothing we, 
And thou th Eternal All. | 


8ACRED ro brvorton, &c. 


ASKING LEAVE TO SING. 
I. 


. 
Whilſt the 
To worlds of glory ſoar. 


II, 
If thou my daring forbid, 
Or, at thy word, her flender reed 
Attempts almighty things. 
III. 


Her flender reed, inſpir'd by thee, 
Bids a new Eden grow, 

With blooming life on ev*ry tree, 

And ſpreads a heav'n below. 


let thy thunders roar, 


But, when ſhe taſtes her Saviour's 
And feels the rapture ſtrong, 

Scarce the divineſt harp above 

Aims at a ſweeter ſong. 


love, 


mighty GOD, indulge my tongue, 
young notes and vent'rous ſong 


4 LYRIC POEMS, - Bock I. 


DIVINE JUDGMENTS. 
| & i 


How vain their curſes, if th'eternal King 
Lock through the clouds and bleſs me with his eyes. 
Creatures, with all their boaſted ſway, 
Are but his flaves, and muſt obey ; 


— ee 3 
. 
. 


D 
The gales are to ; 
The north wind bluſters, and aſſumes command 
Over the deſert and the deep; 
Old Boreas, with his freezing pow'rs, 
Turns the carth iron, makes the ocean glaſs, 
Arreſts the dancing riv'lets as they pals, 
{oy +} 
The grazing ox lows to the gelid Kies, 
Walks o'er the marble meads with withering eyes, 
Walks o'er the folid lakes, ſnuſfs up the wind, and dies. 'S 


III. 


A troop of ſtatues on the Ruſſian plains, 
And life funds frozen in the purple veins. 


. 7 d n 
* * 


Are but the flaſhes of a wrathful eye 


$ACKED ro DEYOTION, &. 8. 


Atheiſt, forbear; no more blaſpheme : 
God has a thouſand terrors in his name; 

A thouſand armies at command, 

Waiting the fignal of his hand, 
And magazines of froſt and magazines of flame.. 

Dreſs thee in ſteel to meet his wrath ; 

His ſharp artillery from the north 
Shall pierce thee to the ſoul, and ſhake thy mortal frame. 

Sublime on winter's rugged wings 

He rides in arms along the f&y,. » 
Aud ſcatters fate on fwains and kings; 


When the hot dog - ſtar fires the realms on high, 
Drought and diſeaſe, and cruel dearth, 


From the incens'd Divinity. 
In vain our parching palates thirſt ; 
For vital food in vain we cry, 
And pant for vital breath ; 
The verdant fields are burat to duſt, 
The ſun has drunk the channels dry, 
Aud all the air is death. 
Ye ſcourges of our Maker's rod, 
'Tis at his dread command, at his imperial nod;, 
You deal your various plagues abroad. 


LYRIC' POEMS, Book I. 


: V. 
Hail, whirlwinds, hurricanes, and floods, 
That all the leafy ſtandards firip, 
And bear down with a mighty weep 
The fiches of the field and honours of the woods < 
Storms that ravage o'er the deep, 
And bury millions in the waves ; 
| _ Earthquakes, that, in midnight ſleep, | 
Tam cities into heaps, and make our beds our graves : | 
While you diſpenſe your mortal harms, | 
"Tis the Creator*s voice that ſounds your loud alarms, 
When guilt with louder cries provokes aGop to arm 


. _ 


Be thou my Gov, and the whole world is mine: 
| While thou art Sov'reign I'm ſecure ; * 
I hall be rich till thou art poor; [are thine! 
For all I War nmr tum heav'n, earth, and hell, 


—————— 
EARTH AND HEAVEN, 


HE 2 OE | 
Haſt thou not read, the ſolemn truth, | | 


That grey experience writes for giddy youth | 
On ev'ry mortal joy ? 


; 
. 
' 
- 
| 


SACRED TO DEVOTION, &c. 7 


Nor hearkens to deſpair, but tries the bowl again.” 
The rills of pleaſure never run fincere : 
(Earth has no unpolluted i 
From the curs'd ſoil ſome dang*rous taint they bear ; 
So roſes grow on thorns, and honey wears a fting.. 
II. 
In vain we ſeek a heav'n below the : 
The world has falſe but flatt'ring charms z 
Its diſtant joys ſhew big in our eſteem, 
But leſſen ſtill as they draw near the eye. 
In our embrace the viſions die ; 
We loſe the pleaſing dream. 
III. 
Earth, with her ſcenes of gay delight, - 
Is but a landſcape rudely drawn, | 
With glaring colours and falſe licht; 
Diſtance commends it to the ſight, 
For fools to gaze upon; 
But, bring the aayſcous = 


Coarſe and confus'd the hideous 
Look up, my foul ; pant t ard th'eternal hills ! 
Thot: heav*ns are fairer than they oem; 
There pleaſures all ſincere glide on in cryſtal tills ; - 
There not a dreg of guilt defiles, | 
34 


LYRIC, POEMS, Bock I. 
Nor grief diſturba, the ſtream. 

No curſed foil, no tainted ſprimg, 
Nor roſes grow on thorns, nor honey wears a ſting. 


FELICITY ABOVE, 


I. 
tis in vain to ſeek for bliſs ; 
For bliſs can ne er be found 
Till we arrive where Jzsvs is, 
And tread on heav*nly ground. 
II. 
There's nothing round theſe painted ie, 
Or round this duſty clod ; 
Nothing, my foul, that's worth thy joys, 
Or lovely as thy Gop. 
| III. | 
Tis heav'n on earth to taſte his love, 
To feel his quick ning grace ; 
And all the heav'n I hope above 
Is but to fee his face. 


IV. 
Why move my years in flow delay ? 
O Gon of ages! why ? 
? To the ſuperior fy. 


- —_ 


— mm 


Take me, Un ET, on thy wings, 
And ſtretch and ſoar away. ES 


GoD's DOMINION AND DECREES. 


I. 
EEP ſilence, all created things, 
And wait your Maker's nod; 
The muſe ſtands trembling while ſhe fings 
The honours of her Gop. 


*. 


gu 

And, lo, ten thouſan d globes of light 

In fields of azure ſhine. 

IV. 
| Now wiſdom, with ſuperior ſway, 
Guides the vaſt moving frame, 
Whilſt all the ranks of beings pay 
Deep rey'rence to his name. 


Anon the following 


LYRIC POEMS, Book. 


VII. 
Chain d to the throne, a volume lies, 
With all the fates of men ; | 
With ev*ry angel's form and fize, 
Drawn by th'eternal pen. | 
VIII. 
His providence unfolds the book, 
And makes his counſels ſhine : 
Each op ning leaf, and ev*ry ſtroke, 
Fulfils ſome deep defign. 
| IX. 
Here he exalts neglected worms 
+ To and a crown; 
page he turns, f 
And treads the monarch down. + 


X. 


Not Gabriel aſks the reaſon why, 


Nor Gov the reaſon g ves; 
Ner dares the fav*rite angel pry 
Between the folded leaves. 


\ 
: 


. — 


Senn To DEVOTION, &. 14 


XI. 
My God, I never long d to fee 
My fate with curious eyes ; | 
What gloomy lines are writ for me, 
Or what bright ſcenes ſhall riſe. 
XII. 


SELF-CONSECRATION. 


I. 
grieves me, Lon d, it grieves me fore, 
That 1 have liv*d to thee no more, 

And waited half my days ; x 
My inward pow?rs ſhall burn and flame 
With zeal and paſfion for thy name: {his praiſe. 
I would not ſpeak but for my Gon, nor move but te 
IL | 
What are my eyes, but aids to ſee 
The glories of the deity 
Inſcrib'd with beams of 


light 
On flow*rs and ſtars? Los v, I behold 
The ſhining azure, green, and gold; [fight. 
But when I try to read thy name, a dimnck veils my 


LYRIC POEMS, Bock I. 


| III. 
Mine cars are ruis d when Virgil fings 
Sicilian fwains or Trojan kings,. 
And drink the mufic in: | 
ſhould the trumpet's brazen voice, 
2 cond, cnc my joys, begin? 
And yet my. heart fo ſtupid 5d te when ſacred hymns 


bloody vi 
And Ive win that impios firing, or he n 


bo —— 
THE CREATOR AND CREATURES. 


I. 
OD is a name my ſoul adores. 
Th'ArmtenryTzezs, th ETEx nat Ong; 
Nature and Grace, with all their pow ra, 
Confeſs the infinite Unknown. 


— Wt ms ens 
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$ACKLED To DEVOTION, fer, 13 


I. 
Fro ſelf thy being ſprings 


III. 
i d the ſeas and ſpheres ; 
rer 27 


T thy grace ? 
ans b 4 wo rr 


And ſee but ſhadows of thy face 


14 


LYRIC POEMS, Book. 


THE NATIVITY OF CHRIST. 


L 
2 . 
[4 News from the en ofthe Al 
* Salvation's born to-day ! 
IL 
« JESUS, the Gov whom angels fear, 
Comes down to dwell with you; 
< To-day he makes his entrance here, 
W . 


. 
Nor royal ſhining things 

— — 2 2 

ud holds che Kue of kings. 


IV. 


* Go, ſhepherds, where the infant lies, 


« And fee his humble throne; _ 
< Go, ſhepherds, kiſs the Sox.” 


4 Wwe - 


— 


<6 Glory ts Gov thar reigns above; 
Let peace ſurround the earth: 

- © Mortals ſhall know their Maker's love 
At their Redeemer's birth. 

VII. 

Lon do! and ſhall angels have their ſongs, 
And men no tunes to raiſe ? 

O may we loſe theſe uieleis 


When they forget to praiſe ! 
vm. 


| Glory to God that reigns above, 

f That pity'd us forlorn: 

| We join to fing our Maker's love; 
For there's a Saviour born. 


„„ Wwe - - 


SOD GLORIOUS AND SINNERS SAVED. 


I. 
| F 
How high thy wonders riſe" 
Known through the earth by thouſand figns ; 
By thouſands through the Ries. 


16 
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Book I. 


— prokim thy po'r; 
Their motions ſpeak thy fill, 
And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience fill. 


III. 
Part of thy name divinely ſtands 
On all thy creatures writ; 
They ſhew the labour of thine hands, 
Or impreſs of thy feet. 
IV. 


But, when we view thy ſtrange deſi gu 1 


To fave rebellious worms, - 
Where vengeance and compaſſion joiu 
In their divineſt forms, | 
2 V. | 
Our thoughts are loſt in rev rend awe ; 
We love and we adore. 


—— 


Oh! the dear gte ef his cn i 
The triumph of his groans ! | 


— 


| — — . 


1 


SACKED' TO DEVOTION; fee. 17 


VII. | 
Now the full glories of the Lans 
Adorn the heav'nly plains; 
Sweet cherubs learn Immanuzs's name, . 
Aud try their choiceſt ſtrains. 
IX. . 
O may I bear ſome humble part 
In that immortal ſong ! 
Wonder and joys ſhall tune my heart, 
And. love command my tongue. 


THE HUMBLE ENQUIRY: 

A FRENCH SONNET IMITATED. 16958. 
1 

RACE rules below, and fits cathron'd above. 

How few the {parks of wrath! how flow they 

And drop and die in boundleſs feas of love [Move, 

IL. 

Deep in its ocean, hell itſelf would blaze, 


And flaſh, and bam me through the boundleſs ſeas. 
m. 


A — 


v, my gul, 10 cb ven -. 
thy choice to wrath alone, 
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Thy honour bids ** 
Thy flighted loves a dreadful glory claim ; 
WES GPS r 
\ Rs 
Should heav'n grow black, almighty thunder roar, 
And vengeance blaſt me, I could plead no more, 
VI. 


Yet can thoſe bolts of death, that cleave the flood 
To reach a rebel, pierce this ſacred ſhroud, 
Ting d in the. vital ſtream of my Redeemer*s blood? 


"THE PENITENT PARDONED. 

T. 
Your fatal friendſhip row L fee 3 
— tins i Genie as cane my home ; 
Hence, to eternal diſtance flee. 
"Ye gave my dying Loa p his wound, | 
Yet I carefs'd your vip'rous brood, | 
And in my heart-ftrings lapp'd you round; 
You, the vile mur@rers of my Gon. 


* nnn. r , . 
—_— 


III. 


And, cruſhing hard my tortur'd foul, 
Wing through my eyes the briny tears. 


| 
|; 
| 


— — AA tt eta te. Dl rs. BM 


* 
*# 
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SACRED TO DEYOTION, &. 19 
IV. | , : 


Forgive my treaſons, Prince of grace! 
The 


bloody Jews were traitors too; 
Yet thou haſt pray d for that curs'd race: 
Father, they know not char they do 


| V. 
Great Advocate! look down, and fee 
A wretch whoſe ſmarting forrows bleed ! 
O plead the ſame excuſe for me! 
For, Lon o, I knew not what I did. 


VL 
Peace, my complaints: let ev'ry groan 
Be ſtill, and filence wait his love; 

dwell amidft his throne, 
And through his inmoſt bowels move. 

VIL > 

Lo, from the everlaſting ſkies, 
Gently as morning dews diftil, 
The dove immortal downward flies, 

With peaceful olive in his bill. 

VII. 

How ſweet the voice of pardon founds ! 
Sweet the relief to deep diſtreſs ! 

I feel the balm that heals my wounds; 
And all my pow'rs adore the grace. 


C2 
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; A HYMN OF PRAISE . 
FOR THREE GREAT SALVATIONS ; 
I. 


1. From the Spaniſh Ie, 1 588. 

2. From the Gun-powder Plot, Nov. 5. 

' - 3- From Papery and Slavery, by King Willaz, 

of glorious Memory, who landed Nov. x, 1688. 
Cungated Wor. £, r6gs. 


IEE Got! thy counſels ftand 
of eternal braſs ; | 
Pillars to prop our finking land, * 
Or guardian - rocks to break the ſeas. | 
| 1 
From pole to pole thy name is known ; 
Thee a whole heav'n of angels praiſc ; 
Our lab'ring would reach thy throne 
W ag 


8 
Stands rais d upon the Britiſh iſles : 

« There,” faid the Lon b, © to ages ſtand, | 
« Firm as the everlaſting hills.“ 

IV. ' 

In vain the Spaniſh ocean roar'd ; 

Its billows fwell'd againſt our ſhore : | 
Its billows ſunk beneath thy word, | | 
With all the floating war they bore. 
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V. 
< Come,” faid the ſons of bloody Rome, 
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4 


Let us provide new arms from hell:“ ( womh, 


And down they digg d through earth's dark 


And ranfack'd all the burning cell. 
VI. 
Old Satan lent them fiery ſtores, 


Infernal coal and ſulph*rous flame, 


And all that burns and all thatroars, 
Outrageous fires of dreadful name ! 


VII. 


Beneath the ſenate and the throne 

Engines of helliſh thunder lay: 

Tie he SU ——— 

To fpring a bright, but diſmal, day. 
VII. 

Thy love beheld the black deſign ; 

Thy love, that guards our ifland round : 

Strange ! how it quench'd the fiery mine, 

And cruſh'd the tempeſt under ground 


THE SECOND PART. 
4 | 
SSUME, my tonge, a nobler ſtrain; 


The foes revive their pow'rs again ; 


Sing the new wonders of the Lon o; 
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Hu. | 
While tyranny police the throne, 
And murd*rers, of an Irifh foul, 


III. 


Join'd their beſt force and blackeſt charms ; 


« *Tiz done,” they cry'd, and laugh'd aloud: 
The courts of darkneis rang with joy ; 
Th'old ſerpent hifs*d, and hell grew proud, 
While Zion mourn'd her ruin nigh. 

V. 
But, lo, the great deliv*rer fails, 
Commiſſfion'd from Jzzovan's hand; 


Now did thine arm, O Gop of hoſts, 

Now did thine arm ſhine dazzling bright t 
The ſons of might their hands had loft, 
. And men of blood forgot to fight. 


As. ae er 


„ 


Then, mighty Gov, the earth ſhall know, 
And learn the worſhip vf the ſæy: 
Angels and Britons join below - 
n 


neee ee 

While diſtant lands thy vict'ry fing, 
And tongues their utmoſt pow rs employ; , 
The world's bright roof repeats the joy. - 


THE INCOMPREHENSIBLE. - 


I. 
AR in the heav'ns my Gop retires, - 
My Gov, the mark of my defies, - 
And hides his lovely face. 
When he. deſcends within my view, 
He charms my reaſon to purſue ; 
Bat lene it'd ad fainting i th'uncqual chace. 
C4 
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Plung'd in a fea of light I roll 
Where Wiſdom, Juſtice, Mercy, ſhines : 
Infinite rays, in crofling lines, [foul. 
Beat thick confuſion on my fight, and overwhelm my 
III. 
Come to my aid, ye fellow - minds, 
And help me reach the throne; 
(What fingle ſtrength in vain defigns 
United force hath done: 
Thus worms may join, and graſp the poles ; 
Thus atoms fill the fea) 
But the whole race of creature-ſouls, [loſt in thee. 
'Stretch'd to their laſt extent of thought, plunge and are 


To Thee, th'Eternal Fair, the Infinite Unknown ! 
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DEATH AND ETERNITY. 


1. 
Go ſeurch the world beneath, 
Where nature all in ruin lies, 
II. 
The tyrant, how he triumphs here ! 
His trophies ſpread around ! 
And heaps of duſt and bones appear 
Through all the hollow ground. 
| III. 
Theſe ſculls, what ghaſtly figures now ! 
How loathſome to the eyes ! 
Theſe are the heads we lately knew 
So beauteous and fo wiſe. 
TV. | 
But where the ſouls, thoſe deathleſs things, 
That left this dying clay ? 
And trace eternity. — 
| V. 
O that unfathomable ſea ! 
Thoſe deeps without a ſhore ! 


cl. by. 


26 


LYRIC POEMS, Bock l. 
VI 


_ Thus muſt we leave the banks of life, 


: For duſt and aſhes loudeſt preach 


Aud try this doubtful ſea : 
Vain are our groans and dying firife 
To gain a moment's ſtay. 
VII. 
There we ſhall vim in heay'oly bliſs 


«« Theſe once were ſtrong, as mine appear; 

« And mine muſt be as they.” 
IX. 

Thus ſhall our mould'ring members teach 

What now our ſenſes learn: 


Man's infinite concern. 


A SIGHT OF HEAVEN IN SICK NESS. 


I. 
FT have I ſatin fecret fighs 
To feel my ein decay; 
Then groan'd aloud with frighted eyes, 
To view thetott'ring clay. 


: 

Me ; 
| 
| 
5 
j 


- — cc TER. 


The ſhines of hen u ruſh ſweetly in 
At all the gaping flaws ; 

Viſions of endleſs bliſs are ſeen, 

And native air ſhe draws. 


* 


PR 


PP — 
Te pow'rs that guard his throne ; 
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O may theſe walls ſtand tott' ring ſtill, 
The breaches never cloſe, 
If I muſt here in darkneſs dwell, 
, And all this glory loſe ! 
IX. 


O rather let this fleſh decay; 

The ruins wider grow, | 
Till, glad to fee th*enlarged way, 
I firetch my pinions through. 


THE UNIVERSAL HALLELUJAH. 


; — AER 


the Man, ſhall lead the ſong, 
The Gov inſpire the tune. 
Il. 


Gabriel, and all th immortal choir 


That fills the realms above, 


Sing; forhe form d you of his fire, 


And feeds you with his love. 


* „ 
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IV. 

Thou reſtleſs globe of golden light, 
Whoſe beams create our days, 
Join with the filver Queen of Night, 
To own your borrow'd rays. 

V. 


Bluſh, and refund the honours paid . 
To your inferior names : 
Tell the blind world your orbs are fed 
By his o'crflowing flames. 
VI. 
Winds, ye ſhall bear his name aloud 
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Y. | 
To fofter notes than theſe ; | 
Te EI he forme, 
eos. AA 


——_—@__UI_D©C.. 
To him that bade you grow ; 


Sweet cluſters bend the fruitful vines 


Þ 
E 


From Britain to Japan; 
And the whole race ſhall bow to Gop 
That owns the name of Man. 
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THE ATHEIST'S MISTAKE. 


L 
AUGH, ye profane, and ſwell and burſt 
With bold impiety; 
Yet ſhall ye live, for ever curs'd, 
And ſeek in vain to die. | 


Your weighty guilt will fk you deer 
Where the old ſerpent fell. 
IV. 
When iron flumbers bind your fleſh, 
With ſtrange ſupriſe you'll find 
Immortal vigour ſpring afreſh, 
And tortures wake the mind! 


V. | 
Then you'll confeſs, the fright names 
Of plagues, you ſcorn'd before, 
No more ſhall look likeidle dreams ; 
_ Like fooliſh tales ho more. 
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VI. 
Then ſhall ye curſe that fatal day 
(With flames upon your tongues). 
When you exchang*d your fouls away 
For vanity and ſongs. 
VII. 
Behold, the ſaints rejoice to die, 
For hea w n ſhines round their heads; 
And angel-guarda, prepar'd to fly, 
VIIL.. 
Their longing ſpirits part, and riſe 
To their celeſtial ſeat : 
Above theſe ruinable ſkies 
They make their laſt retreat. 
IX. 


Hence, ye profane ! I hate your ways, 
I walk with pious ſouls ; 


There's a wide diff*rence in our race, 
And diſtant are our goals. 


- THE LAW GIVEN AT SINAI. 


I. 
RM thee with thunder, heav'aly muſe, 
And keep th expecting world in awe. 
Oſt haſt thou ſung, in gentler mood, | 
The melting mercies of thy God ; 
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Now give thy fierceſt fires a looſe, 
And ſound his dreadful law : 
To Iir'el firſt the words were ſpoke ; ; 
To Iſr'el, freed from Egypt's yoke. . 
Inhuman bondage! the hard galling * 


ing Pharaoh roll'd the mighty tide, 
Aud ſav'd the labours of a pyramid. . 
Apis and Ore in vain he cries, . 
And all his horned gods beſide ; 
He ſwallows fate with eyes, 
And curs*d the Hebrews as he dy d. 


III. 
Ah, fooliſh Iſr'el! to comply. 
With u idolatry, 
And bow to brutes (a flupid dave) 
Ta adols, impotent to ſave! 
Behold thy Gov, the Sovereign of the ſky, 
Has wrought ſalvation in the deep ; 
Has bound thy foes in iron flecp, 
And rais'd thine honours high. 
D 
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Behold he comes in 
— D op 3 


Let Moſes routrd the facred hill 
TV. 
Hark! the ſhrill echoes of the trumpet roar, 


Twas the ſame herald, and the trump the ſame 

Which ſhall be Blown by high command, 

Shifll bid the wheth of nature ſtand, 

Aud hei eternal will 
pads... adi 


Tk Cad belts the Grand, 
| And rent the ſkies, and ſhook the ground, 
Vp roſe th'Almighty ; round his ſapphire ſcat 
thrones in order fell: 

Tube lefſer pow'rs at diſtance dwell, 

Had caſt their giarics Gown facealiive 62 bis Fort, 
Gabriel the great prepares his way; 
At up your heads, ternal doors,” he cries. 
Tiweterml doors his word obey, 
Open and thoot celeſtial day 

pon the lower fkics. 
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e 
As their Creator bade, 
And down Jz nv rode from the ſuperior ſphere, 
A thouſand guards befosc, and myrinds in the rear. 
VL 
His chariot was a pitchy cloud, 
The wheels beſet with burning gems : 
The winds in harneſs with the flames 
Flew o'er the ethereal read: 
4 Of hail, and ice, and fleecy ſnow, 
| Swift roll'd the triumph, and as faſt 
Did hail and ice, in melted rivers, flow: 
His fect on ſolid darkneſs trod, 
His radiant eyes prochaim'd the Gop, 
And ſcatter d dreadful light ; 
| He breath'd, and ſulphur ran, « fiery ſtream : 


Chid the flow rempett, and the lagging fame. 
VI. 


Sinai receiv'd his glorious Sight, 

With axle red, and glowing wheel, 
Didthe winged chanot light, 

And rifing ſmoke obſcur d the burning hill. 

Lo, it mounts in curling waves ! 

Lo, the gloomy pride out-braves 
EEE 

pyramids to heav'n (higher. 
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So have you ſeen ungratefuſ ivy gros- 
wr • m 
e proudly hoot ef or two 
Above its kind —— —— 4 
And glory there to ſtand the lofticſt of the wood. 
VIII. | 
Forbear, young muſe, forbear ; 
The flow'ry things that poets iay, 
The little arts of me, 
Are vain and uſeleſs here; 
Nor ſhall the burning hills of old 
With Sinai be compar d, 
Nor all that lying Greece has told, 
Or learned Rome has heard. 
Etna ſhall be nam'd no more, 
Etna, the torch of Sicily; 
Not half fo high 
| Her lightnings fly, 
Not half ſo loud her thunders roar 
Croſs the Sicanian ſea, to fright the Italian ſhore. | 
Behold the facred hill, its trembling ſpire 
Quakes at the terrors of the fire, 
While all below its verdant feet 
Stagger and reel under th'almighty weight : 
Prels'd with a greater than feign'd Atlas? load, 
Deep groan*d the mount; it never bore 
Infinity before. 


It bow d, and ſhook beneath the burthen of a Gop ! 


IX. 
Liban hive the camp ; deſpair, 
And dying groans, torment the air 


Book I. 


| 


* 
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And faricks, and ſwoons, and deaths, were there; 
The bellowing thunder and the lightning's blaze 
Spread through the hoſt a wild amaze : 

Darkneſs on ev*ry foul, and pale was ev'ry face: 
Confus'd and diſmal were the cries, 
Let Moſes fpeak, or Iſrel dies:“ 
No more the man of Gop conceals 

Yet, with recovering mind, commands | 
Silence, and deep attention, thro* the Hebrew bands. 
X. 

Hark! from the centre of the flame, 

All arm'd and feather*d with the fame, 
Majeſtic ſounds break through the ſmoky cloud ; 

Sent from the all-creating tongue, 

A flight of cherubs guard the words along, 
And bear their fiery law to the retreating crowd ! 

XT. * | 

I am the Load: tis I proclaim | 

That glorious and that fearful name, 

«Tay Gon and Krnxs : was I that broke 


« Adore no Gov beſide me, to provoke mine 

rn 

Wich . AAPERIS 
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np 


«« Forbear to blaſt his name with falſchood or deceit ; 
Nor let thy wiſhes looſe upon his large eſtate. 


REMEMBER YOUR CREATOR, &c. 


Be wiſe, and make his favour fare, 
Before the mouruful days, 
When youth and mirth. are known no more, 


From the ſuperior e.? 


VII. 
How will you meet Gop's frowning bro, 
While nature's old ſupporters bow, 
Nor bear their tott*ring weight ? 
feeble 
Shall make a ſtrong defence 
When death, with terrible alarms, . 
Summons the pris ner hence ? 
IX. 


The filver bands of nature burſt, 
And let the building fall ; 
The fleſh, goes down to mix with duſl,. 


+» LYRIC POFMS,  Book1. 


sun, MOON, AND STARS, PRAISE YE 
THE - LORD. 


1. 
AIREST. of all the lights above, 
Thou ſun, whoſe beams adorn the ſpheres, 
And with uaweary'd fwiftneſs move, 
To form the circles of our years; 


* V. 
Ye twinkling ſtars, who gild the fries 
When darkneſs has its curtains drawn, 
Who keep your watch with wakeful eyes, 
When buſineſs, cares, and day, are gone, 
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—— d through all; the hen uly ſtreet, 
Whoſe boundleſs treaſures can al 
So rich a pavement for his feet. 


o God of glory, Gop of love, 


With all thy ſhining works above, 
Let earch and duſt attempt thy praiſe. 


— 
THE WELCOME MESSENGER. 


L 
ORD, when we ſec a ſaint of thine 
With longing eyes, and looks divine, 


„ LYRIC PFOEMS, Bock l. 


loſe my breath, and all my cages, 
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VIII. 
Joyful I'd lay this dody down, 
And leave the lifeleſs clay, 
Without a figh, without a groan, 
And ſtretch and foar away. 


— 


SIMCERE PRATSE., 


I. 

LMIGHTY Maker, Gos? 
How wondrous is thy Name ! 
Thy glories how diffus*d abroad 
Through the creation's frame ! 

IL 
Nature in every dreſs 
Her humble homage pays, 
And finds a thouſand ways t'cxprefs a 
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Fain would my tongue adore my King, 
And pay the worſhip due; 
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XI. 
The remnant of our days, 
And to my God, my ſoul, aſcend, 
In ſweet perfumes of praiſe. 


— 


— 


TRUE LEARNING... 


PARTLY IMITATED FROM A FRENCH SONNET ' 
OF MR, POTRET. | 


I. | 
APPY the feet that ſhining TzuUTa has led 
With her ownhand to tread the path ſhe pleaſe; | 
To fee her native luſtre round her ſpread, 
Without a veil, without a ſhade, 
All beauty and all light, as in herſelf ſhe is. 
IL 
Our ſenſes cheat us with the preſſing crouds 
Of painted ſhapes they thruſt upon the mind : 
The truth they ſhew lies wrapp'd in ſevenfold ſhrouds : 
Our ſenſes caſt a thor:ſand clouds 
On unenlighten'd ſouls, and leave them doubly blind. 
III. 
I hate the duſt that fierce diſputers raiſe, 
And loſe the mind in a wild maze of thought : 
What empty triflings, and what ſubtle ways, 
To fence and guard my rule and rute 
OurGop will never charge us, That we know them not. 
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0 IV. 
Touch, heav*nly Won n, Otouch theſe curious ſouls ; 
Since I have heard but one ſoſt hint from thee, 
From all the vain opinions of the ſchools 
(That pageantry of knowing fools) 
I feel my pow'rs releas'd, and ſtand divinely free. 
V. 
Tas this almighty Wor chat all things made: 
He graſps whole nature in his fingle hand ; 
All the eternal truths in him are laid ; 
The ground of all things, and their head ; 
VI. 
Withbut his aid I have no ſure defence 
From troops of errors that beſiege me round; 
But he that refs his reaſon and his ſenſe 
Faſt here, and never wanders hence, 
Unmoveable he dwells upon unſhaken ground. 
VII. 
Infinite Turn, the life of my defires, 
Come from the y, und join thyſelf to me; 
I'm tir*d with and this reading tires ; 
But never tir d of telling thee, 
"Tis thy fair face alone my ſpirit burns to fee. 
VIII. 
Speak to my ſoul, alone, no other hand 
Shall mark my path out with delufive art: 
All nature ſibent in his ſtand ; 


Creatures, be Gumtb at his command, 
And leave his ſingie voice to whiſper to my heart. 
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IX. 
Retire, my ſoul, within thydelf retire, 
Away from ſenſe and every outward ſhow : 
Now let my thoughts to loftier themes aſpire; 
| now on wheels of fire 


My knowledge | 
May mount and ſpread above, furveying all below. 
X. 


The Lon p grows laviſh of his heaw ny light, 
And pours whole floods on fuch a mind ns this: - 
Fled from the eyes ſhe gains a piercing fight ; 

She dives into the infinite, 

And fees unutterable things in that unknown abyſs. - 


— —— 
TRUE WISDOM. 


1. 

him bleſt, my muſe, whom ws bontguidet 

In her own path to her own heav*nly feat ; 
Through all the ſtorms his ſoul ſecurely glides, - 
Nor can the tempeſts, nor the tides, 

| II. 

Earth, you may let your golden arrows fly, 
de 
Spread all your painted toys to court his eye; 

He ſmiles, and ſees them vainly try 
To lure his ſoul afide from ber eternal reſt. 
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HE. 
Start, and flee raging in a violent.courſe ; | | 
He tames and-breaks them, manages and rides em, 
| — — gg 
IV. 
Lord of himfels, he rules his wildeſt thoughts, 
And boldly ade what calmly be defign'd, 
While he looks down and pitics human faults ; 
Nor can he think, nor can he find, 


A plague like reigning paſons, and» fubje ind. 


But, oh! n. 
To vanquith ſcif is xtaborjons art; 
What manly courage to ſuſtain the fight, 
To bear the noble pain, and part 
N 


mmm enen 
Hard to awake the eye that paſſion blinds ;_ 
To rend and tear out this love 
That clings fo cloſe about our minds, 
And where th'enchanted ſoul fo ſweet a poiſon finds. 
VII. 

Hard; but it may be done. Come, heav'nly fire, 
Come to my breaſt, and. with one pow*rful ray 
Melt off my luſta, my fetters : I can bear 

Ai to be a tenant here, 

But not be chain'd and priſon'd in a cage of clay. 


RT” TTY TNT TT WO FA FIC 
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l VII. ** 
Heav'n is my home, and I muſt uſe my wings ; 
Sublime above the globe my flight aſpires : 
I have a foul was made to pity kings, 
And all their little glittering thi 
I have a ſoul was made 


IX. 
Loos d from the earth, my heart is upward flown ; 
Farewell, my friends, and all that once was mine ; 
Now, ſhould you fix my feet on Czfar's throne, 
Crown me, and call the world my own, 
The gold that binds my brows could ne'er my foul 


X. 
I the Lon p's, and Is us is my love; 
He, the dear Gon, ſhall fill my vaſt deſire, 
My fleſh below ; yet'I can dwell above, 
And nearer to my Saviour move; 
There all my foul ſhall centre, all my pow'rs conſpire, 
XT. 
Thus I with angels live ; thus, half divine, 
I fit on high, nor mind inferior joys : 
Fill'd with his love, I feel that Gov is mine; 
His glory is my great deſign : | 
That everlaſting-proje all my thoughts employs. 


E 


- 
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A SONG TO CREATING WISDOM. 
PART FIRST. 


- 


| 'L 
TERNAL Wisent, Thee we praiſe ; 
Thee the creation fings : ; 
| With thy loud name, rocks, hills, and ſeas, 
And heav'n's high palace rings. | 
II. 


Place me on the bright wings of day 
To travel with the ſun ; 


"With what amaze ſhall I furvey 


The wonders thou haſt done ! 
| III. 
Thy hand, bow wide it ſpread the ky! 


There thou haſt bid the globes of light 


There the pale planet rules the night, 


'V. 
| -Downward I turn my wondring 
: On clouds and fiorms belows 
| Thoſe under-<egions of the Mies 


Their endlcks circles run; 


. And day obeys the fun. 


'PART SECOND. 


Thy num'rous glories ſhew. 


PART THIRD, 


IX. 
ot 2s 


$2 
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f XI. | 
Tall oaks for future navies grow, 
Fair Albion's beſt defence, 


PART FOURTH. 


XIII. 
We ſee the Thames careſs the ſhores ; 
He guides her filver flood : 
While 2ngry Severn ſwells and roars, 
Yet hears her ruler, Gov. 
XIV. 
The rolling mountains of the deep 
Obſerve his ſtrong command; 
Or fink them to the ſand. 


XV. 
Amidſt thy wat'ry kingdom, Lon p, 
* Thedfinny nations play, 
And ſcaly monſters, at thy word, 
Ruſh through the northern ſea. 
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PART FIFTH. 
XVL 


Thy glories blaze all nature round, 


And ſtrike the gazing fight, 
Through ſkies, and ſeas, and folid ground, 
—— 


5676 
Shine through the worlds abroad: 
Our ſouls with vaſt amazement fill, 
And ſpeak the Builder, Gov. 
XVIII. 
But che . 


% 


gop's ABSOLUTE DOMINION. 


I. 
| ORD, when my thoughtful ſoul ſurveys 
Fire, air, and earth, and ftars, and ſeas, 
I cal! them all thy flaves ; 
Commiſſion'd by my Father's will, 
Poiſons ſhall cure, or balms ſhall kill; 
Vernal ſans, or zephyr's breath, 
May burn or blaſt the plants to death 
That ſharp December faves ; 
E 3 
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What can winds or planets boaſt. | 
But a precarious pow'r ? 

The fun is all in darkneſs loſt; 
Froſt ſhall be fire, and fire be froft, 
When he appoints the hour. 

IL 
Lo, the Norwegians, near the polar fey, 
Chaſe their frozen limbs with ſnow ; 
Their frozen limbs awake and glow. 
The vital flame, touch'd with a ſtrange ſupply, 


_Rekindles, for the Gov of life is nigh : 


He bids the vital flood in wonted circles flow. 
Cold fteel, expos d to northern air, 
Drinks the meridian of the 
And burns th* fury - -— —_ 
III. 
Enquire, my foul, of ancient fame, 
Look back two thouſand years, and ſee 
Th*'Afyrian prince transform'd a brute, 
For boaſting to be abſolute : 
Once to his court the Gop of Iſrael came, 
A Kine more abſolute than he; 
I fec the furnace blaze with rage 
Seven-fold : I fee, amidſt the flame, 
Three Hebrews of immortal name; 
They move, they walk acroſs the burning ſtage, 


It knew the Load of nature there. 


Nature, compell'l by a ſuperior cauſe, 
Now breaks her own eternal laws; 


— To DEVOTION; Gic. 
Now ſeems to break them, and obeys 
Her ſov' reign King in different ways. 
Father, how bright thy glories ſhine ; 
How broad thy kingdom, how divine ! 


IV. 
Hens from wy art, ye das . 
Te founding names of vanity ! 
No more my lips ſhall ſacrifice 
To chance and nature, tales and lies : 


What is the un, or what the made, 
Or froſts, or flames, to kill or fave ? 


PT a 


And as his awful dictates bid, 
Earth is my mother, or my grave. 
CONDESCENDING GRACE. 


IN IMITATION OF PSALM Civ. 


| $625 
the Eternal bows the fkics 
To viſit earthly things, 
With ſcorn divine he turns his eyes 


n 


Rides a6 hb, a 

A ſultan, or a czar ; | 
Laughs at the worms that ne c bigh, 
Or frowns em from afar. 


Eq 


\ 
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He bids his awful chariot roll 
Far downward from the ſkies, 
To viſit every humble foul, 
With pleaſure in his eyes. 
N | | IV. 
Why mould the Lon p, that reigns above, 
Diſdain fo lofty kings? 
Upon ſuch worthleſs things? 
V. 
Mortals, be dunib; what creature dares 
Diſpute his awful will ; | 
But tremble, and be fill. 


VI. 
Juſt ike bis miture is bis grace, 


All ſovereign, and all free! 
Great Gov, how ſearchleſs are thy ways! 
„ 


THE INFINITE. 


SACRED TO DEVOTION, &c. 
II. 
Thy names, how infinite they be! 
Great EVERLASTING Ons ! 
Boundleſs thy might and majeſty, 
And uncontin'd thy throne ! 
III. , 
Thy glories ſhine of wondrous ſize, 
And wondrous large thy grace; 
And Gabriel veils his face. 
IV. 
Thine eſſence is a vaſt abyſs, 
Which angels cannot found ; 
An ocean of infinities, 
Where all our thoughts are drown'd. 
V. . MS 
The myſt'ries of creation lie 
Beneath enlighten'd minds ; 
Thoughts can aſcend above the ſky, 
And fly before the winds. 
| VI. 
Reaſon may graſp the maſly hills, 
And ſtretch from pole to pole, 
But half thy name our ſpirit fills, 
And overloads our foul. 
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CONFESSION AND PARDON... 


SACRED To DEYOTION, e. og 
VL 

He offers all his 

_ And all his to me ; 

Offers ! but tis to ſenſeleſs brafs, 

That cannot feel nor fee. 


* 


Ixsvs, the Saviour, ſtands 
To court me from above, 


And looks and fpreads his wounded hands, 
And ſhews the prints of love. 
Vn. 


But I, = ſtupid fool, 
How long have I withſtood 
And paid for all in blood! 
IX. . 
The heav'nly Dove came down 
And tender'd me his wings, 
To mount me upward to a crown, 
X. 
Lon d, I'm aſham*'d to fay 
That I refus d thy Dove, 
And ſent thy Spirit griev'd away, 
To his own realms of leve. 
XI. 
Nat all thine heav uly charms, 
your ne UE IG 
Could me to lay down my arms, 
. 
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XII. 
Lon o, tis againſt thy face 5 
My fins like arrows riſe 
And yet, and yet (O matchleſs grace !) 
Thy thunder ſilent lies. 
XIII. 
O ſhall I never feel 
The ings of thy love 
Am I of fuch hell-harden'd ſteel 
| That mercy cannot move ? 
, . XIV. 
| No for one pow'rful glance, 
Dear Saviovs, from thy face! 
This rebel heart no more withſtands, 
But finks beneath thy grace. 
XV. 
Ofercame by dying love I fall; 
Here at thy croſs I nie: 
And throw my fleſh, my ſoul, my all, 
- And weep, and love, and die. 
XVI. 
* Riſe,” ſays the Prince of Mercy, “ riſe, 
(With joy and pity in his eyes) 
<< Riſe and behold my wounded veins : 
Here flows the blood to waſh thy gains. 
XVII. 
See my great Father reconcil'd,”” 
He faid. And lo, the Father ſmil'd; 
The joyful cherubs clapp'd their wings, 
And founded grace on all their firing: ' 


— 
* 
* 
** 


YOUNG MEN AND MAIDENS, OLD MEN 
AND BABES, PRAISE YE THE LORD. 


' SACRED ro DEVOTION, &c. 6: 


Pſalm cxlviii. 12. 
I. 

ONS of Adam, bold and 

In the wild mazes of thoſe veins 

A flood of fiery vigour reigns, 

And wields your ave limbs with hardy Gnews firungs 
Fall proſtrate at th eternal throne 
Whence your precarious pow rs depend: 
Nor ſwell as if your lives were all your own, 

But chooſe your Maker for your friend ; 
His favour is your life, his arm is your ſupport ; 


His 2 


* 


II. 

Virgins, who roll your artful eyes, 

And ſhoot delicious danger thence ;. 

Swift the lovely lightning flies, 

And melts our reaſon down to ſenſe ; 
Boaſt not of thoſe withering charms 
That muſt yield their youthful grace 
ad bruno dmc od] 
But love the Author of your Ek 
O make it 
To pleaſe that Fair: 

E 


62 LYRIC POEMS, Book 


| III. 
Are wove with threads of different ſize; 
— But from the ſame ſpring-tide of tears 


Commence your hopes, and joys, and fears 
(A tedious train !) and date your following years + 
Break your firſt filence in his praiſe 
Who 


your wondrous frame : 
With ſounds of tend'reſt accent raiſc 
Young honours to his name ; 
And confecrate your early days 

To know the pow'r Supreme. 

IV. 

Ye heads of venerable age, 
| ä— > "guar rem nr 

athers, whoſe vital threads are ſpun 
As long as e'er the glaſs of life would run, 
Adore the hand that led your way 
Through flow ry fields a fair long fummer's day; 
Gaſp out your ſoul in praiſes to the Sovereign Pow'r 
That ſet your Weſt fo diſtant from your dawning hour. 
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FLYING FOWL AND CREEPING THINGS, 
PRAISE YE THE LORD. 


T. 
WEET flocks, whoſe ſoft enamell'd wing | 
Swift and gently cleaves the R: 


Ere you ſalute the riſing day: 
"Tis he calls up the fun, and gives him ew ry ray. 
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III. 
Inſefts and mites, of mean degree, 


That ſwarm in myriads o'er the land, 
Moulded'by wiſdom's artful: hand, 
And cut'd and painted with a various dye; 
In your innumerable forme 
Praiſe him that wears th ethereal crown, 
And bends his lofty counſels down, : 
To deſpicable worms! 


THE. COMPARISON AND COMPLAINT. 


I, 
2 
How ſow reign is thy hand! 
Eier 
1 ANCy command. 


II. 
With ieady courte thy ſhining ſun 
Keeps 


But, ah! how wide my ſpirit flies, 
And wanders from her Gop ! 
My ſoul forgets the heav'nly prize, 
And treads the downward road. 


, And fel an . 


mug 


Conform my heart to tine; 
Melt down my will, and let it flow, 4 
And take the mould divine. ' 
VIII. | 
Seize my whole frame into thy hand ; 
Here all my pow'rs I bring: 


X. 
Then not the ſun ſhall more than 1 
His Maker's law perform, 
Nor travel fwifter through the ky, 
Nor with a zeal fo warm. 


—_— 
GOD SUPREME AND SELF - SUFFICIENT, 


I. 
rr 
Nor men can leatn, nor angels teach; 
He dwells conceal'd in radiant flame, 
Where neither eyes nor thoughts can reach. 
II. 
The ſpacious worlds of heav'nly light, 
Compar d with him, how ſhort they fall! 
They are too dark, and he too bright : 
Nothing are they, and Gop is all. 
III. 
He fpoke the wondrous word, and, lo! 
Creation roſe at his command : 
Whirlwinds and ſeas their limits know, 
Bound in the hollow of his hand. 
| IV. | 
There reſts the earth, there roll the ſpheres, 
There nature leans, and feels her prop ; 
But his own ſelf-ſufficience bears 
The weight of his own glories up. 


N 
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SACRED To DEYOTI1ON, &c. 67 


V. 
The tide of creatures ebbs and flows, 
Meas'ring their changes by the moon : : 
No ebb his ſea of glory knows ; 
His age is one eternal noon. 


| VL 
Then fly, my ſong, an endleſs round, 
The lofty tane let Michael raiſt : 
All nature dwell upon the ſound, 
But we can ne er fulfil the praiſe. 


— x ů ̃ͤ •Ä—— — 


— 


JESUS THE ONLY SAVIOUR. „ 
a 1. 
DAM, our father and our head, 
T d; and juſtice doom'd us dead: 
The fiery law ſpeaks all deſpair ; 
There's no reprieve nor pardon there. 
II. | . 
Call a bright council in the ſkies ; 
< Seraphs, the mighty and the wiſe, 
Say, what expedient can you give, 
That fin be damn'd, and finners live? 
III. 


« Speak, are you ſtrong to bear the load, 


The weighty vengeance of a Gop ? 


Which of you loves our wretched race, 
Or dares to venture in our place ?“. | | 
F2 .  =_= 


% 


But, O unutterable 


IV. 
In vain we afk : for all around 


Stand filent. througlsthe heav*nly ground: 
There's not a glorious mind above 


Has half the ſtrength or half the love. 
| V. | 
grace ! 
Thv'eternal Sox takes Adam's place; 
Down to our world the Saviour flies, 


Stretched his naked arms, and dies! 


VI. 


Juſtice was pleas'd to bruiſe the Gov, 


And pay its wrongs with heav'nly blood; 
"What unknown racks and pangs he bore ! 
Then roſe. The law could aſk no more. 


VII. 


Amazing work ! look down, ye ſkies, 


Wonder and gaze with all your eyes ; 
Ye heav'nly thrones, ſtoop from above, 
— — WR 


See, how they bend! fee, how they look? 

Long they had read th eternal book, 

And ſtudied dark decrees in vain ; 
IX. 

Now they are ſtruck with deep amaze; 

Each with his wings conceals his face ; 

Now clap their founding plumes, and cry, 


— The wildom of DAT T!“ 
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X. oh 
Low they adore th'incarnate Son, 
And fing the glories he hath won ; 


Sing how he broke our iron chains; 
How deep he ſunk, how high he reigns. . 
=D. * ; 
Triumph and reign, victorious Lon o, 
By all thy flaming hoſts ador'd : 


And ſay, dear CongQuznon, fay, bow long 


Ere we ſhall riſe to join their ſong.? 
XII. 

Lo, from afar, the promis d day 

Shines with a well-diftinguiſh'd ray; 


But my wing'd paſſion hardly bears 


Theſc lengths of flow delaying years. . 


XIII. 
Send down a chariot from above, 
With fiery wheels, and pav'd with love; 
Raiſe me beyond th'ethereal blue, 
To ling and love as angels do. 


— 


— 


LOOKING UPWARD: - 
"" 
heavens invite mine eye, 
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II. 
My warmer ſpirits move, 
And make attempts to fly ; 
I wiſh aloud for wings of love 
To raiſe me fwift and high. 
_... 
And all their ſparkling balls ; 
mhh 
And paintings on thy walls. 
IV. 
6— - SY | 
Heav'n is my native air: 
I bid my friends a ſhort adieu, 
Impatient to be there. 
V. 
I feel my pow'rs releas d 
From their old fleſhy clod ; 
Fair Guardian, bear me up in haſte, 
And ſet me near my G. p. 


CHRIST DYING, RISING, AND REIGNING, 


— — 


me 


| 


SACRED TO DEVOTION, &c. 
5 U.. 
Come, faints, and drop a tear or two 
On the dear boſom of your God ; | 
He ſheds a thouſand drops for you; 
A thouſand drops of richer blood ! 
III. 
Here's love and grief beyond degree, 
The Loa v of glory dies for men! 
But, lo, what ſudden joys I e 
TESUS the dead revives again. 
IV. 
The rifing Gop forſakes the tomb; 
Up to his Father*s court he flies; 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the ſkics. 
V. 
Break off your tears, ye ſaints, and tell 
How high our great Deliv*rer reigns ; 
Sing how he ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, 
And led the monſter Death in chains. 
VI. 
Say, Live for ever, wondrous King 
«< Born to redeem, and ſtrong to fave !** 
Then aſk the monſter, Where's his ſling ? 


Aud where's thy victory, boaſting gravc = 


F 4 
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THE GOD OF THUNDER. 
L 
THE immenſe, the amazing height, 
The boundleſs grandeur of our Gop ! 
Who treads the worlds beneath his feet, 
And fways the nations with his nod! 


II. 
He ſpeaks ; and lo, all nature ſhakes : 


When flame and noife torment the air. 

IV. 0 
Let noiſe and flame confound the ſxies, 
And drown the realms below, 


Yet will we fag the Thund'rer*s praiſe, 
And fend our loud Hoſannas through. 


We ſhout to hear thy thunders roar, 


And echo to out Father's voice. 


: 


| 
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VI. 

Thus ſhall the Gon our Saviour come, 

And lightnings round his chariot play ! 

Ye lightnings fly to make him room ; 
Ye glorious ſtorms prepare his way. 


THE DAY OF JUDGMENT : 


' AN ODE. 
Attempted is Engliſh Sappbic. 


Rears up the Baltic to a foaming fury ; 
And the red lightning, with a ſtorm of hail, comes 


Ruſhing amain down, 


How the poor ſailors ſtand amaz d and tremble ! 
While the hoarſe thunder, like a bloody trumpet, 
Roars a loud onſet to the gaping waters, | 


Quick to devour them? 


II. 


III. 
Such ſhall the noiſe be, and the wild diforder, 
(If things eternal may be like theſe earthly) 
Such the dire terror, when the great arch-angel | 
Shakes the creation: 
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_—. 
Tears the firong pillars of the vault of heaven, 
hp = gr 9 deg. 
See the graves open, and the bones ari 
Flames all around 'em. 
V. 
"Hark, the ſhrill outcries of the guilty wretches ! 
Lively bright horror and amazing 2nguiſh 
Stare through their eye-lids, while the living worm lies 
Gnawing within them. 
VI. 
Thoughts, like old vultures, prey upon their heart- 


And the ſmart twinges, when their eye beholds the 
a 2» and a flood of vengeance 


Rolling afore him. 


VII. 
Hopeleſs immortals ! how they ſcream and ſhiver, 
While devils puſh them to the pit wide yawning, 
Hideous and gloomy, to receive them headlong * 
N Down to the centre! 
VIII. 
Stop bere, my fancy: (all away, ye horrid 
Doleful ideas) come, ariſe to JESUS! 
8 


Thron ' d, yer adoring ! 
IX. 
O may I fit there when he comes triumphant, 
Dooming the nations ! then aſcend to glory, 


— "a 


8 


* n 
„ 


Upward, my Father, to thy throne, 
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- THE SONG OF ANGELS ABOVE. 
L | - 


ARTH has detain'd me pris ner long, 
And I'm grown weary now : . 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue, 
There's nothing here for you. 
- M. 
Tir'd in my thoughts, I ſtretch me down, 
And upward glance mine eyes ; 


And to my native ſkies. 
III. 


There the dear Max, my Saviour, ſite, 
The Gov, how bright he ſhines ! 


On all the happy minds. 
IV. 
Circle the throne around, 
With an immortal ſound. | 
V. | 
JESUS, the Lon d, their harps employs 
JESUS, my love, they fing : 
JESUS, the name of both our joys, 
2 


25 
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Hark, how, .beyond the narrow bounds 


Then, how he lock d, and how he ſmil' d! 
What wondrous things he faid ! 

Sweet cherubs, ſtay, well here a while, 
And tell what JESUS did ! 

M. 


At his command the blind awake, 


And feel the gladſome rays : 


He bids the dumb attempt to ſpeak ; 


They try their tongues in priſe. 


SACRED TO DEVOTION, &c. 
XII. 
He ſhed a thouſand bleffings round 
Where'er he turn d his eye: 
He fpoke, and, at the for'reign found, 
The helliſh legions fly. 
XIII. 
Thus, while, with unambitious ſtrife, 
Th'ethereal minſtrels rove 
all the labours of his life, 
And wonders of his love, 
XIV. 
In the full choir a broken firing 
Groaps with a ſtrange ſurprize ; 
The reſt in filence mourn their King 
ade aan 
XV. 
Ceaſe their harmonious breath 
— — 
XVI. 
Then all at once to living ſtrains 
They fummon ev*ry chord; 
Break up the tomb, and burſt his chains, 
XVI. 
To guard him to the fries, 
With loud hoſannas on their tongues, 
And triumph in their eyes. 


7 : 


Oh for ſome heav'nly notes, to bear 


There, ye that love my Saviour, fit ; 1 


% 
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XVII. | | 
In awful ſtate the conqu*ring Goo 
Aſcends his ſhining throne, | 
While tuneful angels found abroad 
The vi&t'rics he has won. 
XIX. 
Now let me riſe and join their ſong, 
And be an angel too : | 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue, 
Here's joyful work for you! 
a XX. 
I would begin the muſic here, 
And fo my foul ſhould riſe. * | 


; 


| 


My ſpirit to the ſkies ! 
XXI. 


There I would fain have place 


Among your thrones, or at your feet, 


So I might ſee his face. 

I am confin'd to carth no more, 
Zut mount in haſte above, 
To bleſs the Gop that I adore, 
And fing the Man I love. 


p 
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. 1 "on 
FIRE, AIR, EARTH, AND SEA, 
PRAISE YE THE LORD, 


L 
ARTH, thou great footſtool of our Gop 
Who reigns on high; thou fruitful ſource. 
Of all our raiment, life, and food ; 
Our houſe, our parent, and our nurſe ; 
Mighty ſtage of mortal ſcenes, 
Dreſt with ſtrong and gay machines; 
* 4 ſpread the ground!) 
ry carpeta f 
Thou bulky globe, prodigious maſs, | 


That hangs unpillar'd in an empty ſpace ! 


While thy unweildy weight reſts on the feeble air, 


Bleſs that almighty Word that fix'd and holds thee 


there ! 
IT. 


* 


* 


Lichtnings, adore the ſovereign arm, that flings 


His vengeance, and your fires, upon the heads of kings. 
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III. 

Thou vital element the Ata, , 

Whoſe boundleſs magazines of breath 

Our fainting flame of life repair, lceath: 
And fave the bubble Man from the cold arms of 
And ye, whoſe vital moiſture yields 
Life's purple ſtream a freſh ſupply, 
Set Waruns waning through the fow'r des 


Nor needs your aid to build or to ſupport our frame. 
| IV. 

Now the rude air, with noiſy force, © 

Beats up and fwells the angry Sta ; 

They join to make our lives a prey, 

And ſweep the failor's hopes away. 

Vain hopes, to reach their Lindred on the ſhores ! 
Lo, the wild ſeas and ſurging waves 
_ Gape hidevus in a thouſand graves. 

Be ftill, ye floods, and know your bounds of ſand ; 
Ye ftorms, adore your Maſter's hand: 


ERO GUS Ute bn Uh BY ths waves ot his command. 
V. 


From the eternal 
His fruitful word, by ſecret ſprings, 
Drew the whole harmony of things | 
That form this noble univerſe. 

Old Nothing knew his pow*rful hand: 


| 
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Fire, Air, and Earth, and Sea, heard the creating call, 

And leap'd from empty nothing to this beauteous all. 
Art fill they Gece, and fill obey 

The orders they receiv'd the great creation-day. 


THE FAREWELL. 


I. 
EAD de my heart to all below, 
To mortal joys and mortal cares; 
To ſenſual bliſs that charms us ſa, 
Be dark wy eyes, and deaf my cars. 
1 II. 
| Here I renounce my carnal taſte 
Of the fair fruit that finners prize : 
| One thought of mine, but to deſpiſe. 
| II. 
All earthly joys are overweigh'd 
| With mountains of vexatious care : 
And where's the ſweet that is not laid 
4 « 


tay wn, 
| And leave the globe for ants to dwell. 
0 | 


o 
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Yet what = Portion t 


1s ſeen, er known, or thought, by you ? 


Weak creatums we, that b in vain 

To reach an uncreated Grain! 
VL 

Great God, forgive our feeble lays, 

Sound out thine own eternal praiſc : 

A ſong ſo vaſt, a theme ſo high, 

Calls for the voice that tun A the fey. 


1 


<< ̃ — — 


PARDON AND SANCTIFICATION, 


Where ſhall I hide this noxious head! 
Can rocks or mountains fave ? 
Or ſhall I wrap me in the ſhade 


0f adnight and the grave? | 


6 


Yet is my foul but half redeem · d, 
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That whitens ev'ry ſtain; 


If fin, the tyrant, reign. 
VII. | 
Lon p, blaſt his empire with thy breath; 
That curſed throne mit fall. 
Ye flatt'ring plagues that work my death, 
Fly, for T hate you all. | 


SOVEREIGNTY AND GRACE, 


'L 
Lon! how fearful is his name? 
ith all her moving frame, 
Refts on his mighty hand. — 2 


SACRED TO DEVOTION, &c. 


II. 
Immortal glory forms his throne, 
And light his awful robe ; 
While, with a ſmile or with a frown, 
He manages the globe. 


III. 


A word of his breath 
Can fwell or fink the ſeas; N 
Build the vaſt empires of the earth, 


Sick or in health, in caſc or pain, 
uuns 


No cas ll actin th; 

The tongue no more complain: 
'Tis ſov*reign love that lends our joys, 

And love reſumes again. 5 
| G. 3 


. 
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THE LAW AND GOSPEL. 


L 
hay URS'D be the man, for ever curs'd, 
That doth one wilful fin commit; 
Death and damnation for the firſt, 
+* Without relief, and infinite?“ 
n. 


Thus Sinai roars ; and, round the earth, 
Thunder, and fire, and vengeance flings; 
But JESUS, thy dear gaſping breath, 
And Calvary, fay gentler things. 
m. 5 


Pardon, and grace, and boundleſs love, | 


<< Streaming along a Saviour 's blood ; _ 

« And life, and joys, and crowns above, 

« Dear purchas'd by a bleeding God!“ 
| IV. 


Hark, how he prays (the charming ſound 


Dwells on his dying lips) Foz crve ; 

And ev'ry groan and gaping wound 

Cries, < Father, let the rebels live!” 
V. 


Go, you that reſt upon the law, 
And toil, and feck ſalvation chere; 


Look to the flames that faw, * 
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Sav1ious, at thy dear feer I he: 
Flaming amd ted, hall pals me by. 


- . 
— — v—— 


SEEKING A DIV INE CALM IN A RESTLESS. 
WORLD. 


O mens, que flabils fata regis vice, Kc. 
| 1 Book IV. Od. 28. 


TERNAL Mind, who en the fares 
Of dying realms and rifing ftates 
ik cn mn, 
Say, can our little trifling cares \ 
1 1 ends 


Nn e 
We fly to ſeize, and fight to hold 
The bubbles and the ere: 
So emmets ſtruggle fora grain; 
So boys their petty wars maintain 

For ſhells upon the ſhore. N 
Here a vain man his ſceptre breaks; 

The next a broken ſceptre takes, 

And warriors win and loſe : 

This rolling world will never ſtand, 
Flunder'd and fnatch'd from hand to hands. 

As pow'r decays or grows. . 


$$ 
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IV. 
Earth's but an atom : greedy fwords 


Carve it amongſt a thouſand lords, 


And yet they can't agree. 
Let greedy ſwords ſtill fight and ſlay, 
I can be poor; but, Lon o, I pray 
To fit and finile with thee. 


HAPPY FRAILTY. 


„Hg 
How vile theſe bodies are! 
* Why was a clod of carth-defign'd 
« T'encloſe a heav*nly ftar ? 
II. 
* Weak where our ſouls refide ! 
This fleſh a tott'ring wall; 
Wich frightful breaches, gaping wide, 
*The building bends to fall. 
III. 
All round it ſtorms of trouble blow, 
< And waves of forrow roll ; 
Cold waves and winter-ſtorms beat thro”, 
« And pain the tenant-ſoul. 
TV. 
% Alas! how frail our ſtate!” faid I; 
And thus went mourning on, 
Till fadden, from the cleaving fy, 
A gleam of glory ſhone. 
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WT - 
My foul all felt the glory come, 
And breath'd her native air; 
Then ſhe remember d heay*n her home, 
2 


Srvigh te began t0 change her key 


vn. 
« How weak the pris n is where I dwell! 
« Fleſh but a tott' ring wall! 


— all I complain 
all my heart-ſtrings ache: 
« Wh — 
That makes the cottage ſhake. 
IX, 
Nos let the tempeſt blow all round; 
No ſwell the ſurges high, 
«© And beat this houſe of bondage down,' 


« To let the ſtranger fly. 


X. 
< T have a manſion built above, 
<< By the Eternal Hand; 
% And, ſhould the earth's old baſis move, 
My heav'nly houſe muſt fand. 


% 
p U 
90 od 


| « Yes, for *tis there my Saviour reigns 
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bag to fee the Gop); 
And his immortal firength ſuſtains 
The courts that coſt him blood !”” 
; XII. 
Hark, from on high my Saviour calls: 
I come, my Load, my Love: 


—————— = 


* 


LAUNCHING INTO ETERRNITT. 


was 2 brave attempt! adventurous he, 
Who in the firſt ſhip broke the unknown ſea : 

Truſted his life to the licentious wind. 
] fee the ſurging brine : the tempeſt raves : ö 


He on a pi rides acroſs the waves, | 


Conquers the flood, and manages the gales. 

Such is the foul that leaves this mortal land, 
Fearleſs when the great Maſter gives command ! 
Death is the ſtorm ; ſhe ſmiles to hear it roar ; 
And bids the waft her from the ſhore : 
Then with a frilful helm ſhe ſweeps the ſeas, 
And manages the raging ftorm with caſc ; 


SACRED ro DEVOTION, &e. 


, gr | 


« Her faith can govern death ;** ſhe ſpreads her wings 


Wide to the wind, and as the ſails the fings, 


And loſes by degrees the fight of mortal things. 
dies. 


As the ſhores leſſen ſo her joys ariſe; 
The waves roll gentler, and the 
Now vaſt eternity fills all her fight, 

The ſeas for ever calm, the ſkies for ever bright ! 


. 


A PROSPECT OF THE RESURRECTION. 


Lent ata Den reign 
And uu ĩiumph o'er the j 
r yes 


Lies mingled with the duſt ? 


WK. | 
When ſhall the tedious night be gone ? 
When will our Lord appear ? 
Our fond defires would pray him down ; 
ni. 
And from afar deſcry 
Hoy diſtant are his chariot -u heels; 
And tell how faſt they fly. 
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The fries divide to make him room; 
The trumpet ſhakes the ground. 
VI. 
I hear the voce, Ye dead, ariſe! 
And, lo, the graves obey ; 
Salute th'expected day. 
VII. 


They leave the duſt, and on the wing 
Riſe to the middle air; 
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AD DOMINUME NOSTRUM ET SERVATOREM, 


Vitamque morti ; proh dolor ! O graves 
Tonandis fra! O lex nimis aſpera ! 
Merceſque peccati ſevera 
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SUI-IPSIUS INCREPATIO. 
EPIGRAMMA. 


COLLIE Watth ? cur incola terre » 
Quid cupis indignum, mens, habitare lutum ? 
Te caro mille malis premait ; hinc juvenes gravat artus 


- Tramitem, & aula vocat cruore Der. 

Te manet Uriel dux; & tibi ſubjicit alas 

Stellatas ſeraphin officioſa cohors. 

Te ſuperùm chorus optat amans, te invitat JESUS, 
« Huc ades, & noſtro tempora conde find.”” 

Vert amat illeJutum quem nec dolor aut Satan arcet, 


— 


. ——— 


| * 
EXCITATIO CORDIS CALUM VERSUS. 


| 1694 
EU quod ſecla terris carcere corporis, 
Warnth ? quid refugis limen & exitum ? 
Nec mens æthereum culmen, & atria | 
| Magni Patris anhelitat ? 
Corpus vile creat mille moleſtias, 
Circum corda volant & dolor & metus, 
H Cecas infidias ſtruit. 
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Non hoc grata tibi gaudia de ſolo 
Surgunt: Cun is ros abeft, delicia tum, 
Longè CIS r us abeſt, inter & angelos 
Et picta aſtra perambulans. 
* Cerli ſamma petas, nec jaculabitur, 
Iracunda tonans fulmina : Te Da vs 
Hortatur : vacuum tende per ara 
Fennas nunc homini datas. 


þ 


BREATHING TOWARDS THE HEAVENLY 
COUNTRY. 

Castus, Book I. Od. 19. imitated. 

Urit me patriæ decor, &c. 
beauty of my native land 

Immortal love inſpires ; 

1 burn, I burn, with ſtrong deſires, 
And figh, and wait the high command. 
There glides the moon her ſhining way, 
. ˙ Wes with 6 Meer rap. 
A thouſand lamps of golden light, 

Hung high in vaulted azure, charm my fight, 
And wink and beckon with their am'rous fires. 
O ye fair glories of my heav'nly home, 

Bright centinels ! who guard my Father's court, 
Where all the happy minds reſort, 
When will my Father's chariot come? 


® Vide Herat. Lib. I. Od. 3. 
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Muſt ye tor ever walk the ethereal round ; 
For ever fee the mourner lis 
An exile of the fey, © 
A priſoner of the ground ? 
Dekcend, fome ſhining fervant from on high,. 
Build me a haſty tomb :. : 
A grafly turf will raiſe any head ; Ke 


—_ = pla of 
my own!. 


CASIMIRI EPIGRAMMA. 100. 


4 - 
IN SANCTUM ARDALIONEM QUI, EX MIMO CHEIS-- 
| TIANDS FACTUS, MARTYEIUM PASSUS EST... 


RDALIO facros deridet carmine ius, 
. Feſtaque non aqua voce. theatra quatit. 


Audiit Onanipotens ; Non eſt opus, inquit, hiulco - 
< 6 — —_ 


* 
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Deſerit la polos, & deſerit iſte theatrum, 

Et tereti ſacrum volvit in enſe caput. 

Sic, fic, inquit, abit noſtræ commedia vita“; 
Tierra, vale; cela, plaude ; tyranne, feri.” 


Er 

ON SAINT ARDALIO, 

WHO FROM ASTAGE-PLAYER BECAME A CHRISTIAN, 

AND SYFFERED MARTYEDOM. 
The uit ties of our bleeding God profanes, 
While kis „„ 

II. 

- Heav'n heard; ; and firaight around the ſmoking throne 
The kindling li in thick flaſhes ſhone, . 
And vengeful thunder murmur'd to be gone. 


III. 
Mercy ſtood near, and, with a ſmiling brow, 
Calm'd the loud thunder ; © there's no need of you; 
ÿ— Ih (89 BAW nan Aidan.” | 

Ws Ha 

* the files, and he the Gage farfites ; 
He bows his head down to the martyring ax, 
„„ 

V. 
180 goes the comedy of life away ; 
« Vai carth, adien; heav'n will to-day : 
Strike, courteous tyrant, and conclude the play.” 
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WHEN THE PROTESTANT CHURCH, AT 
MONTPELIER WAS DEMOLISHED BY THE 
FRENCH KING's ORDER, THE PROTEST=- 
ANTS LAID THE STONES UP IN THEIR 
BURYING - PLACE3 WHEREON 4 JEwWTP 
MADE A LATIN EPIGRAM:. 


Engliſbed abus: 

HUG*NOT church once at Montpelier built, 
Stood and proclaim d their madneſs and their 
Toolong it ſtood beneath heav'n's angry frown; I guilt. 
Worthy, when rifing, to be thunder d down. | 
Lewis at laſt, th*avenger of the ies, 
Commands ; and level with the ground it lies : 

The ſtones diſpers d, their wretched offspring come, 
Gather and heap them on their fathers tomb. 


Thus thecurs'd houſe falls on the builder's head: 


Yer the juſt vengeance ſtill purſues the guilty dead. 


THE ANSWER. 
BY A FRENCH PROTESTANT. 


ZEngliſbed abus: 


CHRISTIAN church Montpelier ſtood, 
2 {poke the builder's zeal for Goo. 


Maes A vb 

But not deſerv'd to be fo ſoon : 

. Yet Lewis, the vile tyrant of the age, 

.,. 
3 
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Young faithful hands pile up the ſacred ſtones 


1 


monument!) o'er their dead fathers bones; 
ſtones ſhall — Go Fans — 


r 


— 


* 


ro | "RArFY RIVALS, 
DEVOTION AND THE MUSE. 


Gentle 2s fiar-beams on the midnight ſeas ! 
Now in a ſmiling angel's form, 
Anon ſhe rides upon the ſtorm. 

Loud as the noify thunder, as a deluge ſtrong, 

Are my thoughts and wiſhes free, 

Aud know no number nor degree 
Such is the muſe : Lo, ſhe diſdains 
Meafures and rules of vulgar ſtrains; [reigns ! 

And o'er the laws of harmony « ſov'reign queen ſhe 
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Through love's or nature's wide campaigns. 
I; with Gold atccmpt, he Grp 
Of the biggeſt mortal things, 
Tottꝰ ring thrones and nations flain ; 
Or breaks the fleets of warring kings, 
While thunders roar 
From ſhore to ſhore, 
My ſoul fits faſt upon her wings, - 
And ſweeps the crimſon ſurge, or ſcours the pere 


plains; 
Still I attend her, as ſhe flics, 
Ih 
But, when from the meridian ſtar 
Long ſtreaks of glory ſhine, 

And heav'n invites her from-afar, 
She takes the hint, ſhe knows the fign, 

The muſe aſcends her heavenly car, 


„„ 
divine: 
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IV. 
O why is piety ſo weak, 
And yet the muſe fo ſtrong ? 
When ſhall theſe hateful fetters break 
That have conſin d me long? 
Inward a glowing heat I feel, 
A ſpark ofheav'nly day; 
But earthly vapours damp my zeal, 
And heavy fleſh drags me the downward way. 
Faint are the efforts of my will, 
And mortal paſſion charms my foul aftray. 
Shine, thou ſweet hour of dear releaſe, 
Shine from the ſky, 
| And call me high, 
To mingle with the choirs of glory and of bliſs. 


And ſcarce the boldeſt muſe can follow or obey. 
V. 
I'm in a dream, and fancy reigns, 
She ſpreads her gay delufive ſcenes ! 
Or is the viſion true ? 
Behold RTI 10 on her throne, 
In awful ſtate deſcending down, | [view. 
She ſmiles, and with a courteous hand 
She beckons me away ; 
I feel mine airy pow*rs looſe from the cumb'rous clay, 
And with a joyful haſte obey 
RE11c210x's high command. 


\ 
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Broad fields with blooming glory ſown, 

And ſeas, and fkies, and ſtars, her own, 
In an unmeaſur'd ſphere ! 

What beav'ns of joy, and light ſerene, 

Which nor the rolling fun has ſeen, 

Where nor the roving Muſc has been, 


That greater traveller! 
VI. 


A long farewell to all below; 
Farewell to all that ſenſe can ſhew, 
To golden ſcenes, and flow ry ficlds, 
To all the worlds that fancy builds, 
And all that poets know. | 
Now the ſwift tranſports of the mind 
Leave the flutt'ring muſe behind, [the wind. 
A theukand looſe Finderic plumes fy fratering down. 
Among the clouds I loſe my breath, 
The rapture grows too ftrong : 
The feeble pow rt that nature gave 
Faint and drop downward to the grave ; 
Receive their fall, thou treaſurer of death ; 
I will no more demand my tongue, 


Till the organ, well refin'd, 
cm the ee fights of an unſettr' mind 
P ; 


MA? * 


* 
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| The falling Pas of this Book ore e dub 


cated to DVI E Love &. 


_ —— 
— 


— — 


THE HAZARD OF 
- LOVING THE CREATURES. 


I. 


Wange farting Le ore 
I find a lurking fnare 


*Tis dang*rous to let looſe our love 
Beneath thꝰ eternal Fair. 
Souls, whom the tie of friendſhip binds, 
And partners of our blood, 
Seize a large portion of our minds, 
4 And leave the leis for Gov. 


nl. 
Nature has ſoft, but pow*rful bands, 
And reaſon ſhe controuls; 
While children with their little hands 
Hang cloſeſt to our ſouls. 


© Different ages have their different airs and faſhions of writ- 
ing. It was 'much more the faſhion of the age, when theſe Poems 
were written, to treat of divine ſubjects in the ſtyle of Solomon's 
Song than it is at this day; which will afford ſome apalogy for the 
aan a att. canes 


IV. 
Thoughtleſs they act th'old ſerpent's part ; 
What tempting things they be! 
Lon v. how they twine about our heart, 
And draw it off from thee! 


V. 
To bind our flaviſh ſouls. 
Dear Sov” reign, break theſe fetters of. 
And ſet our ſpirits free ; 
Gov, in himſelf, is bliſs enough ; 
For we have all in thee. 


„ 


"DESIRING TO LOVE CHRIST. - 


i 
ME, let me love: Or is my mind 
Harden'd to ſtone, or froze to ice ? 
I fee the bleſſed fair one bend 
And ſtoop, t embrace me from the fkies ! 
II. 
O! 'tis a thought would melt a rock, 
And make a heart of iron move, 


That thoſe ſweet lips, that heav*nly look, 
Should ſeek and wiſh a mortal love | 
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III. 
I was atraitor doom'd to fire, 


Bound to fuſtam eternal pains ; 
He flew on wings of froag defire, + 


| Afum'd my guilt, and took my chains, 


JESUS, the Gon, with naked arms, 
Hangs on a croſs of love, and dics ! 


Again he lives; and ſpreads his hands, 
Hands that were nail*d to tott ring ſmart; 
** By theſe dear wounds,” fays he ; and ſtands 
And prays to claſp me to his heart. 

Sure I muſt love : or are my ears 

Still deaf, nor will my paſſion move? 
Then Jet me melt this heart to tears; 

This heart ſhall yield to death or love. 


* 


THE HEART GIVEN AWAY. 


i | L | 
there are paſſions in my ſoul, 
(And paſſions ſure there be) 

Now they are all at thy controul ; 

My JESUS, all for Thee. 

If love, that pleaſing por, can reſt 
In hearts fo hard as mine, 

Come, gentle Savious, to my breaſt, 
For all my love is thine. 

Let the gay world, with treach'rous art, 

_ Allure my eyes in vain : 

1 have convey d away my heart, 

Ne'er to return again. 
IV. 
I feel my warmeſt paſſions dead 
To all that earth can boaſt ; 

This foul of mine was never made 

For vanity and duſt. 
V. 

Now I can fix my thoughts above, 

Till che dear Lon p, that hath my love, 
Shall call me to his arms. 
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So Gabriel, at his " ITY 
From yon celeſtial hill, 
Walks downward to our worthleſs land ; 


n, 


Without a thought of love 
Fulfils his taſk, and ſpreads his wings: 


MEDITATION IN A GROVE. 


L. 
And bleks the ev ning grove; 
Bus 'neſa, and noiſe, and day, are fled, 
And ev'ry care but love. 
II. 
But hence, ye wanton young and fair; 
Mine is a purer flame ; a 
With her unhallow d name. 


III. 
JESUS hath all wy pow'rs poſſeſt, 
My hopes, my fears, my joys : 


He, the dear fov'reign of my breaſt, 
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THE FAIREST AND THE ONLY BELOVED, 


| 
ONOUR to that diviner ray, 
That firſt allur my eyes away 
From ev*ry mortal fair; 
All the gay things that held my fight 
Seem but the twinkling ſparks of night, 
Die at the morning · ſtar. 
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„ 
And fit to be ador d, 
Whatever makes the creature ſweet 


— —— 
Or tempt wy foul away ; 


Duell thre, for ever dwell, wy Love; 
Here I confine my ſenſe enſe ; 4 


Grant, thou x ven Aru Fain, 
Grant my foul a manſion there: 
My ſoul aſpires to ſee thy face, 
Though life ſhould for the viſion pay; 
So rivers run to meet the fea, 
And loſe their nature in th'embrace. 
VI. 
Thou art my ocean, thou my GOD; 
In Thee the paſſions of the mind, 
With joys and freedoms unconfin'd, 
Exult, and ſpread their pow*rs abroad. 
Can make my heav'n, if thou remove ; 
I ſhall be tir'd and long to die; 
1 


14 
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Who could ever bear to be 
Curft with immortality 
Among the ftars, but far from thee ? 


—_____—_—_—__ 


MUTUAL LOVE STRONGER THAN DEATH, 
L 

the tic erde chore, 
Can pay the mighty debt of love 

I owe to Cunier, my Gon. 
Wich pangs, which none but he could feel, | 
He bought my guilty ſoul from bell! 
Not the firſt raph's tongue can tell 
The value of his blood. 
II. 
Kindly he ſeiz' d me in his arms 


To the cold arms of death: 


scar ro DEVOTION, &c. ins 
Then I could loſe ſucceſhve fouls 
_ Faſt as the minutes fly ; 


So billow after billow rolls, 
To kiſs the hore and die 


The Subſtance of the following Corr, and many of the Lines, 
were ſent me by an eſteemed Friend, Mr. W. Nox zs, with a 
Defire that I would form them into a Pizpanrc Ops ; but T 
retained his Meaſures, left I ſhould too much alter the Senſe. 


A SIGHT OF CHRIST. 


NGELS of light, your Gop and Kinc ſurround 
With noble ſongs : in his exalted fleſh 

He claims your worſhip ; while his faints on earth | 
Bleſs their REvEEger-Gop with humble tongues, — 
Angels, with lofty honours crown his head : 3 
We, bowing at his feet by faith, may feel 

Once I beheld his face, when beams divine 

Wrapt me at once in glory and furprize. 

My joyful heart, bigh-leaping in my breaſt, — 

With tranſport cry d, bis is the CHRIST of GOD ? 

Then threw my arms around, in fweet embrace, ſhim. 
And claſp'd, and bow d, adoring low, till I was loſt in 


While he no other charms can hold 
Or deer ap oth ana of frame ings, 
Which no remembrance now deſerve or name, 
Though with contempt ; beſt in oblivion hid. 


But the bright ſhine and preſence ſoon withdrew ; 
I ſought him whom I love, but found him not; 
I felt his abſence ; and, with ſtrongeſt cries, 
Proclaim'd, ere FESUS ©s not, all is wain ! 
Whether I hold him with a full delight, 
Or ſeek him panting with extreme defire, 
Tu he alone can pleaſe my wond ring ſoul: 


. To hold or ſeck him is my only choice. 


' Tf he refrain en me to caſt his eye 

Down from his palace, nor my longing ſoul 
With upward look can ſpy my deareſt Lord 
Through his blue pavement, Li behold ban fil 
With fweet refleftion, on the peaceful croſs, 
All in his blood and anguiſh groaning deep, 
Gaſping and dying there! 

This fight I ne er can loſe ; by it I live. 
A quick ning virtue, from his inſpir'd, 
Is life.and breath to'me.; his fleſh my food; 
His vital blood I drink, and hence my ſtrength. 


T live, I'm firong, and now eternal life 
Beats quick within my breaſt ; ny goons mind 
Reaches the mount of purpoles divine; 
 Counſels of peace betwixt tialmighty Three, 
Cone d at once, and fig d without debate, 
In union feen. 
With-vaſt amaze T ſee th*unfathom'd thoughts, 
Of God own heart, in which he ever reſts. 
Eternity lies open to my view : 
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Here the beginning and the end of all 
T can diſcover: Cuztsr the end of all, 


And Cn215r the great beginning ; he my head, 
My God, my glory, and my all in all. 


O that the day, the joyful day, were come, 
When the firſt Adam, from his ancient duſt, 
Crown'd with new honours, ſhall revive, and ſee 
Jzsvs his Son and Lord; while ſhouting ſaints 
Surround their King; and Gos eternal So 
Shines in the midſt, but with ſuperior beams, 
And like himſelf ; then the myſterious Won o, 
Long hid behind the letter, ſhall appear | 
All fpirit and life, and in the fulleſt light 
Stand forth to public view, and there diſcloſe 
His Father's ſacred works and wondrous ways: 
Through all the infinite tranſactions paſt, . 
inwrought and ſhining, ſhall with double blaze 
Strike our aſtoniſh'd eyes, and ever reign, | 
en T7 hos,” 9/67 act 


- 


LOVE ON A CROSS AND A THRONE. 


I. 


Look back to hear his dying cries, 
Then mount and ſee his throne above. 
II. 
See where he languiſh'd on the croſs ; 
Beneath my fins he groan'd and dy'd : 
See where he fits to plead my cauſe, 
By his almighty Father's fide ! 
If T behold his bleeding heart, 
There love in floods of forrow reigns ; 


He triumphs o'er the killing ſmart, 


IV. 
Or, if I dimb th'eternal hills 


Still in his heart compaſſion dwells 

Near the memorials of his wound. 
. V. 4 

pardon*'d rebel ſhew 


How ſhall a 


. How much I love my dying God! 


Lord, here I baniſh ev*ry foe; 
IJ hate the fins that coſt thy blood. 
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And view my Lord in all tis love ; 


I hold no more commerce with hell : 
My deareſt luſte ſhall all depart : tact 
But let thine image ever dwell 4 
Stamp'd as a ſeal upon tay heart. 


— 


A PREPARATORY THOUGHT FOR THE 
LORD'S: SUPPER. 
IN IMITATION OF ISATAG tt. I, 2, 3. 


1 

WY HAT beav'aly Man, or lovely God, 
Comes marching downward from the ſkics ! 

Array'd in garments roll'd in blood, 

With joy and pity in his eyes! 

| II. 

The Lord ! the Saviour! yes, tis he t 

I know him by the ſmiles he wears: 

Dear glorious Man, that dy'd for me 

Drench'd deep in agonies and tears. 

** \ III. 

Lo! he reveals his ſhining brea® ; 

I own thoſe wounds, and I adore. 

Lo, he prepares a royal feaſt, 

Sweet fruit of the ſharp pangs be bore ! 


| IV. 
Whence flow theſe favours fo divine 
Lord! why fo laviſh of thy blood ? 
Why for ſuch fouls as mine + 
2 
* 


2 
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V. 

"De his wm love that made him bled ; 

That nad him to the curſed tree; 

"Twas his own love this table ſpread 

For fuch unworthy worms as we. 

Then let us taſte the Saviour's love: 
© Come, faith, and feed wpon the Lozp > 

With glad conſent our lips ſhall move, 

And fweet hoſannas crown the board. 
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CONVERSE WITH CHRIST. 


| "OM 
tir d with viſits, modes, and forms, 
And flatt*ries made to fellow-worms ; 
Their converſation cloys : 
| Pu pet» ks 
mo CP 


found ; 6 | 
„ Sn Gck Gr 


| And weep, and love, and bleſs the name [for me. 
That knew nor guilt nor grief his own, but bare it all | 
IV. ? 
Next he deſcribes the thorns he wore, 
And talks his bloody paſſion o er, 
Till I am drown'd in tears: 

Yet, with the ſympathetit ſmart, | 

There's a ſtrange joy beats round my heart ; 
The curſed tree has bleſſings in't; my fweeteſt balm 

it bears! * 


I hear the glorious Suff rer tell | 
How on his croſs he vanquiſh'd hell, 
And all the pow'rs beneath : 
Attempts his tri in a ſong ; 
< How has the ſerpent loſt his fting! and where's thy 
vick ry, Death ? 


But, when be ſhews his hands and 
With thoſe dear prints of dying ſmart, 
He ſets my foul on fire: | 
With more delight upon that breaſt; [defire. 
Nor Thomas pry into thoſe wounds with more in 
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VII. 
Kindly he opens me his car, 
And bids me pour my ſorrows there, 
And tell him all my pains : 
Thus, while I eaſe my burden'd heart, 
In ev'ry woe he bears a part; 
His arms embrace me, and his hand my drooping head 


ſuſtains. 


The tangles of Amira's hair; {heart remove. 
Thinears, wy God, are cee bande; —"—_ 


_ * 


GRACE SHINING, AND NATURE FAINTING, 


$SoLowon's Sonc, i. 3. ii. 5. and vi. 53. 


| L 
ELL me, faireſt of thy kind, 
Tell me, Shepherd all divine, 
Where this fainting head reclin'd 
May relieve ſuch cares as mine! 
Shepherd, lead me to thy grove : 
If burning noon inſect the ſky, 
The ſick ning ſheep to covert fly; 
The ſheep not half fo faint as I, 
Thus overcome with love. 
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II. 


gay, thou dear Sov'reign of my breaſt, 
Where doſt thou lead thy flock to reſt ? 
Why ſhould I appear like one 
Wild and wand” ring all alone, 
Unbeloved and unknown ? 

O my great Redeemer, ſay, 
Shall I turn my feet aſtray ! 
Will Jesus bear to ſee me rove; 
To ice me ſeck another love ? 


III. 

Ne'er had I known his deareſt name: 
Ne'er had I felt this inward flame, 
Had not his heart-ftrings firſt begun the tender found: 
Nor can I bear the thought, That he 
Should leave the ſky ; 

Should bleed and die ; 

Should love a wretch ſo vile as me, 
Without returns of paſſion for his dying wound ! 
IV. 
His eyes are glory mix'd with grace : 
1 In his delightful awful face 

Sit majeſty and gentleneſs ! 
$0 tender 1s my bleeding heart, 

That with a frown he kills : 
His abſence is perpetual ſmart ; 
Nor is my foul refin*d enough 
To bear the beamings of his love, 

And feel his warmer ſmiles. 
Where ſhall I reſt this head ? 


I love, I love the fun, and yet I want the ſhade. 


k 
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5... 41 
Aud yet without them die. 
None knows the pleaſure and the pain 
That all my inward pow rs ſuſtain, 


[again.. 
ESE W's CR love, and love the God- 
VI. 


53859 heav'aly bright, 
. Stoop to charm a mortal's fight, 


And torture with the ſweet exceſs of light? 
Our hearts, alas ! how frail theic make ! 
With their own weight of joy they break ; 


Oh! why is love fo ſtrung, and nature's felf fo weak? 
VII. | 


Tom, ce ana tins ces ;- 
Aſcend the azure hills, and ſhine 
Among the happy tenants of the ſkies: 

They can fuſtain a vifion fo divine. 


O turn thy lovely glories from me; 
The joys are too intenſe ; the glories overcome me. 


VIII. 


Dear Lavd, fergive any raſh complaint, 
And love me till 
Againſt my froward will: 

_ Caveil thy beauties, though I faint. 
Send the great herald from the ſky, 
And, at the s awhkul roar, 
This feeble ſtate of things ſhall fiy, 
And pain and pleaſure mix no more: 


On glories infinitely bright! 
My heart hall all be love ; my Ixsvi all alight! 


— 


/ : 
| 20vEz ro CHRIST, PRESENT OR ABSENT. 


| | 1 | 
F all the joys we mortals know, 

JESUS, thy love exceeds the reſt ; 

Love, the beſt bleſſing here below, | 

And ncareſt image of the bleſt. : 


Il. 4 
'Sweet are my thoughts, and ſoft my cares, 
When the celeſtial fame I feel; 


In all y hopes, and all my fears, 

Thevre*s ſomething kind and pleafing ftill. 
| III. 

"While I ann held in his embrace, 

"There's not a thought attempts to rove ; 

Each ſmile he wears upon hu face 

Fixes, and charms, and fires my love. 

TV. | 

He ſpeaks, and ſtraight immortal joys 

Run through my ears, and reach my heart? 
My foul all melts at that dear voice, 

? 22 
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| V. 
If he withdraw a moment's ſpace, 
He leaves a facred pledge behind ; 
The grief and comfort of my mind. 
vi. 
While of his abſence I complain, 
And long, and weep, as lovers do, 
There's a ſtrange pleaſure in the pain, 
VII. 
When round his courts by day I rove, 
Or aſk the watchmen of the night 
For ſome kind tidings of my love, 
VIII. | 
JESUS, my Gop ! yet rather come ; 
Mine eyes would dwell upon thy face ; 
"Tis beſt to fee my Lonp at home, 
And feel the preſence of his grace. 


—_— 


THE ABSENCE OF CHRIST. 


I. 
lead me to ſome lofty ſhade 
Where turtles moan their loves : 
Tall ſhadows were for lovers made, 
And grief becomes the groves. 


II. 
'Tis no mean beauty of the ground 
That has inſlav*d mine eyes; 
J faint beneath a nobler wound, 
Nor love below the flies. 


: III. 
JESUS, the ſpring of all that's bright, 


But, ah ! how far above this grove 
Does the bright Charmer dwell ! 
That ſharpeſt pain I feel 

V 


Penfive, I climb the facred bills, 
And near him vent my woes ! 
Yet his ſweet face he ſtill conceals, 


VI. 
I murmur to the hollow vale, 
I tell the rocks my flame, 
And bleſs the echo in her cell 


That beſt repeats his name. 
VII. 


Till pitying winds ſhall hear, 
And gently bear them up the fries, 
And geatly wound his car. 


* 
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DESIRING HIS DESCENT TO EARTH. 


| 1. | 

I love. Come, deareſt name, 
Come and poſſeſs this heart of mine; 4 

I love, though tis a fainter flame, 

O! if my Load would leave the ſkies, 

Dreſt in the rays of mildeſt grace, 

My foul ſhould haſten to my eyes 

To meet the pleaſures of his face. 

III. 

How would I feaſt on all his charms, 

Then round his lovely feet entw ine 

Worſhip and love, in all their forms, 

| IV. 
In vain the tempter's flatt'ring tongue, 
The world in vain ſhould bid me move: 
In vain ; for I ſhould gaze fo long, 
Till 1 were all transform'd to love. 


V. 


Then (mighty Gop) Ta fing and fay, 
<< What empty names are crowns and kings ! 


VI. f 
I would not ak to climb the fry, 
angels their abode ; N 
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THE PRESENCE OF GOD WORTH DYING 


FOR: OR, THE DEATH OF MOSES. 


I. 

ORD, *tis an infinite delight 

To ſee thy lovely face; 
To dwell whole ages in thy fight, 

And feel thy vital rays. 

IL 
knows, and figns thy name 
rapture on his tongue ; 


With 
Moſes the faint enjoys the ſame, 


And heav'n repeats the ſong. 
m.. 
From each eternal hill, 
Sweet odours af exhaling grace 
The happy region fill. 
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things; 
Speak, Lon o, and here I quit my clay, 
And firetch my airy wings. . 


Softly his fainting head he lay 
his Maker's breaſt ; 
His Maker kiſs'd his foul away, 
And laid his fleſh to reft. 
s VIII. 
In Gop's own arms he left the breath 
That Gop's own ſpirit gave ; 
He was the nobleſt road to death, 
And his the ſweeteſt grave. 
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LONGING FOR. H1S- RETURN. 


I. 
*"TWAS a mournful : 
Farewell, my d. 
(How tedions, Loans, is thy delay ! 

How long my love hath ftaid !) 
II. 

Farewell ;“ at once he left the ground, 
And climb'd his Father's fy : 
. Lonp, 1 would tempt thy chariot down, 
Or leap to thee on high. 


„III. 


Round the creation would I rove, 
And ſearch the globe in vain ; 

There's nothing here that's worth my love, 
+ TW Gon cntarm K 

3 

2 - My paſſions fy to feck dr Kino, 

| And ſend their groans abroad ; 

And mou an abſent Gop. 

V. 

Wirh inward pain my heart-ſtrings ſound ; 
My ſoul diffolves away; 

Dear Sov*zz1Gn, whirl the ſeaſons round, 
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HOPE IN DARKNESS. - 
L 


N 1 
Yet will I ſeek thy ſmiling face; 
And bar the influence of his rays, 
Tu but a morning vapour, or a ſummer cloud: 
He is my fun, though he refuſe to ſhine ; 
for a moment he depart, . 
I dwell for ever on his heart, 
For ever he on mine. 
Early before the light ariſe, -. 
PIl fpring a thought away to Goo: 
The paſſion of my heart and eyes 
Shall ſhout a thouſand groans and 
) A thouſand iirike the Kies, 
The floor of his abode. . 
. +” 
Dear Sov*zrrcon, hear thy ſervant pray; - 
Tots the WO TS . | 
Or thall I brevike in vai, api aint aig ionie aivey 2 p 
Break, glorious Bz1GuT wes, through the gloomy veil, -- 
Look how the armies of deſpair 
Aloft their footy banners rear 
Round my poor captive ſoul, and dare 
— 5 
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But thou, my Sun, and thou my Sutz, 
Dy Q 222 (ray; 
Break, glorious BziGuTrxEss, ſhoot one 1 
One glance of thine creates a day, 
And drives the troops of hell away. 


III. 
Happy the times ! but, ah ! the times are gone, 
When wondrous pow'r and radiant grace 
Round the tall arches of the temple ſhone, 
Sin, with all its ghaſtly train, 

Fled to the deeps of dearth again, 
And ſmiling triumph ſat on ev'ry face: 

Our d with the ſight, 

Were all devotion, all delight, 
And loud hoſannas founded the Redeemer's praiſe. 
Here could I fay, 

(And point the place whereon I ſtood) 
Here 1 Seed ud, half the day 

From my deſcending Gov : 
I was regal'd with hear'aly fare, 
With fruit and manna from above ; 
Divinely firect the bleſſings were 
While mine ExmanvErL was there: 

And o'er my head 

The "ror 
The banner of his love. 

IV. 


Then, why my heart funk down fo low? 
Why do my eyes diſſolve and flow, 


A father's love may raiſe a frown 
Toile NN cops Goes, 
But love will ne er deſtroy ; 

The hour of darkneſs is but hort, 


Faith be thy life, and patience thy ſupport, 


The morning brings the joy. 


- 


COME, LORD JESUS. 


I. | 

HEN ſhall thy lovely face be feen ? 
When ſhall our eyes behold our God ? 
What lengths of diſtance he between, 
And hills of guilt. A heavy load! 

II. 
Our months are ages of delay, 
And flowly ev'ry minute wears. 
Fly, winged time, and roll away 
Theſe tedious rounds of fluggiſh years. 

III. 
Ye heav'nly gates, looſe all your chains; 
Let the eternal pillars bow ! 
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IV. f 

Hark, how thy faints unite their cries, 
And pray and wait the general doom : 
Come, thou, Tus SOUL OF ALL OUR JOYS, 
Thou, THE DESIRE OF NATIONS, come. 

_ 
Put thy bright robes of triumph on, 
And bleſs our and bleſs our cars, 
Thou abſent Love, thou dear Una own, 
Thou ratur OF TEN THOUSAND FAIRS. 


VL 


Our fleſh lies panting, Lon p, for thee ; 
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X. | 
Ye flumb'ring faints, a heav*aly hoſt 
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs : 
Let ev*ry ſacred fleeping du 
Leap into life, for JESUS comes. - 

| XI. 

JESUS, the Gop of might and love, . 
New moulds our limbs of cumbrous clay ; 
Quick as ſeraphic flames we move; 
Active, and young, and fair, as they 


XII. 


Our airy feet with unknown flight, 
Swift as the motions of defire, 

Run up the hills of heav*nly light, 
And leave the welt'ring world in fice. 


BEWAILING MY OWN INCONSTANCY. 


1. 
LOVE che Loa; but, ah! bow far 
My thoughts from the dear object are! 
This wanton heart, how wide it roves ! 
And fancy meets a thouſand loves. 

n. 

If my foul burn to ſee my Gov, 
I tread the courts of his abode ; 
But troops of rivals throng the place, 
And tempt me off before his face. 
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III. 
Would I enjoy my Lou p alone, 
I bid my paſſion all be gone, 
All but my love ; and charge my will 
To bar the door and guard it fill. 

IV. 
But cares or trifles make or find 
Still new avennes to the mind, 
Till I with grief and wonder fee 


V. 
Oft I am told the muſe will prove 
A friend to picty and love ; 
Straight I begin ſome ſacred ſong, 
And take my Savrov on my tongue. 
VI. 
Strangely I loſe his lovely face, 
To hold the empty ſounds in chaſe ; 
At beſt the chimes divide my heart, 
And the muſe ſhares the larger part. 
VI. 
Falſe confident ! and falſer breaſt 
Fickle, and fond of e ry gueſt: 
Fach airy image, as it flies, 


VIII. 


This fooliſh heart can leave her Gov, 


And ſhadows tempt her thoughts abroad : 


How ſhall I fix this wand'ring mind, 
Or throw my fetters on the wind ? 


Huge crowds betwirt the Loz Þ and me. 
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IX. 
down, Aumicary Guaci; 


Look gently 


Priſon me round in thine embrace ; 

Pity the ſoul that would be thine, 

And let thy pow r my love e.! 
X. 


Say, when ſhall that bright moment be 
That I ſhall live alone for thee ; 

My heart no foreign lords adore, 

And the wild muſe prove falle no more? 


— 
FORSAKEN, YET HOPING. 


I. 
APPY the hours, the golden days, 
When I could call my JESUS mine, 
And fit and view his ſmiling face, 
And melt in pleaſure all divine. 


Tir'd and provok d my Heav*nly Gueſt. 
ng | 


And now he's gone (O mighty woe !) 
Gone from my foul, and hides his love ! 


Curſe on you, fins, that griev'd him fo ; 
Ye fins that forc'd him to remove. 
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IV. 
Break, break, my heart ; complain, my tongue ; 


Hier, my fnends, your ſorrows bring: 


Angels, aflit my doleful fong, 

If you have e er a mourning ctring. 90 
V. 

But, ah! your es are ever high ; + 

Ever his lovely face you fee : 

While my poor ſpirits pant and die, 

And groan for thee, my Gop, for thee ! 
VI. 

Yet let my hope look through my tears, -. 

And fpy afar his rolling throne ; - 


VI. 


Swift as a roe flics o'er the hills, 

My foul ſprings out to meet him high; _ 

Then the fair Congy*'zoz turns his wheels, 

And climbs the manſions of the ſky. 
VIIL. . 

There ſmiling joy for ever reigns ; 

No more the turtle leaves the dove ; 

Farewell to jealouſies and pains, 

Aud all the ills of abſent love. 
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THE CONCLUSION. 


+ GOD EXALTED ABOVE ATL PRAISE. 


L 
TERNAL Pow'r ! whoſe high abode 
; Becomes the grandeur of a God; 
| Infinite length! beyond the bounds 
Where ſtars revolve their little rounds. 
II. 
The loweſt ſtep about thy ſeat 
undaphy od og 
In vam the tall 


. To reach ehy height oith wentving eyes 
III. 

Thy dazzling beauties while he fings, 

He hides his face behind his wings ; 
And ranks of ſhining thrones around 
Fall worſhipping, and ſpread the ground. 
IV. | 

Lox, what ſhall earth and aſhes do ? 
We would adore our Maker too; 

From fin and duſt to thee we cry, 


The Great, the Ho v, and the Hicn!" 


| V. 

Earth from afar has heard thy fame, 
And worms have learnt to liſp thy name: 
But, oh! the glories of thy mind 
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VI. 
Gov is in heay'n, and men below; 
Be ſhort, our tunes; our words be few; 
A facred rev*rence checks our ſongs, 
And praiſe fits filent on our tongues. 


END OF THE FIRST BOOK. 


Nb; filet laus, O Deu, Plalm txv. 1. 
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HORA LYRICEA. 
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TO HER MAJESTY. 


I. 
UEEN Northern world, whoſe 
of the — = ra, 
L feet, in all the loyal pride ; | 
— . 
| urn tongue 


| found 
Amazing that on thoſe lips was 
* calm the wild affright oy -h 
2 —ů . ns. 
And Albion ſhouts thy honour 


The German Eagle feels her guardian dead; 
Not het own thunder can ſecure her head ; 
Her englets haſten from afar, 
And Belgia's lion dreads the gallic war : 
Whoſe lives lay truſted in Naſſauvian hands, 
Transfer their fouls, and live; ſecure they play 
In thy mild rays, and love the growing day. 


Thy beamy wing at once defends and warms 
Famting religion, while, in various forms, 
-Fair piety ſhines through the Britiſh iſles : 
Here at thy fide, and in thy kindeſt ſmiles *, 
Blazing in ornamental gold ſhe ſtands, | 


To bleſs thy councils and aſſiſt thy hands; 
Aud crowds wait round her to receive commands. 
Were, at a humble diſtance from the throne 5, 
Beauteous ſhe hies; her luſtre all her own, 
Ungaraiſh'd ; yet not bluſhing, nor afraid, 
Nor knows ſuſpicion, nor aſfects the ſhade : 
Cheerful and pleas'd, ſhe not preſumes to ſhare 
In thy parental gifts, but owns thy guardian care. 
For thee, dear fov*reign, endleſs vows ariſe, 
And zeal, with early wing, ſalutes the ſkies 
To gain thy ſafety. Here, a folemn form * 
Of ancient words keeps the devotion warm, 
but bounds our wiſhes : There, the mind 
Feels its own fire, and kincles unconfin'd 
With bolder hopes: yet ſtill beyond our vows 

e The eſtabliſhed church of England. 
& The Proteſtant Dillemters, ? The Proteſtant Diffenters. 
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Pz1ncess, the world already owns thy name ; 
Go, mount the chariot of immortal fame, 
Nor die to be renown'd : fame's loudeſt breath 


Flee theſe fivect realms in thine auſpicious reign ; 
Envy expire in rage, and treaſon bite the chain. 


Let no black ſcenes affright fair Albion's ſtage : | 
Thy thread of life prolong our golden age : 
Long bleſs the earth, and late aſcend thy throne 
Frhegeal ; (not thy deeds are there unknown, 

Nor there unſung ; for by thine awful hands 


Heav'n rules the waves, and thunders o'er the lands, 

0 inferior kings l, and gives *em their coi 
mands.) 

- Legions attend thee at the radiant gates : 

For thee thy ſiſter- ſeraph, bleſt MARIA, waits. 


+ The Pretender. 
{| She made Charles the Emperor's ſecond ſon King of Spain, | 
who is now Emperer of Germany. | 
L . | | 
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But, oh? the parting firoke ! ſome bear*aly power 


| the Reformation, and the Patronefs of the Liberties of Europe. 
The latter part of her reign was of a different colour ; and was 


herſelf to this new Edition, without acknowledging the 
mile of 


PALINODIA. 


RITONS, forgive the forward muſe 
That dar'd prophetic Tals to looſe x 
(Untkill'd in fate's eternal book) 


And the deep charaQers miſtook. 


scp To vint es, c. 147 


ä cw far? 
Ye faw his ſplendors beaming fur: 
Saw in the eaſt your joys ariſe, 
When ANNA funk in weſtern fries, 
Streaking the heav'ns with crimſon gloom, 
Emblems of tyranny and Rome, 
blood and night to come. 
Twas GLORGE diffus'd a vital ray, 
And gave the dying nations day : 
His influence ſoothes the Ruſſian bear, 
Calms rifing wars, and heals the air : 
Join'd with the fun, his beams are hurl'd 
To ſcatter bleffings round the world ; 
Fulfil whate'er the muſe has 
And crown the work that ANNE foriook. 


Avguſt 1, 1721. 


— 


** * 


TO JOHN LOCKE, —_ 
RETIRED FROM BUSINESS. 


I. 
AGES are mad of ber things 
And light and love our fouls compoſe ; 
Their bliſs within their boſom ſprings ; 
Within, their boſom flows. 
But narrow minds ſtill make pretence 
To ſearch the coaſts of fleſh and ſenſe, 
And fetch diviner pleaſures thence. 
L 2 
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Men are a-kin to ethereal forms ; 
But they belie their nobler birth, 
Debaſe their honours down to earth, 
And claim a ſhare with worms. 
He that has treaſures of his own, 
May leave the cottage or the throne ; 
May quit the globe, and dwell alone 
LOCKE hath a foul wide as the fea, 
- Calm as the night, bright as the day : 
There may his vaſt ideas play, 

Nor feel a thought confin'd. 


To JOHN SHUTE, ESQ. 
(Now Lord Barrington) 
-ON MR. LOCKE'S DANGEROUS SICK NESS, 


SOME SIME AFTER YE HAD RETIRED 
TO STUDY THE SCRIPTURES. 


June, 1704 
I. 


ND muſt the man of wondrous mind 
ow his rich thoughts are juſt reſin 
— ing eyes? * ” 

Reaſon at length ſubmits to wear 
The wings of Faith ; and, lo, they rear 
Her chariot high, and nobly bear 

Her prophet to the ies. 
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II. 
Go, friend, and wait the prophet's flight 
Watch if his mantle chance to light, 
And ſeize it for thy own. 
SHUTE is the darling of his years ; 
Young Shute his better likeneſs bears : 
Are copy d in his fon, 
Thus, when out follies or our faulfs 
Call for the pity of thy thoughts, 
pen ſhall make us wiſe : 
The fallies of whoſe youthful wit 
Place our true int*reſt * in our fight, . 
And opens half our eyes. 


* 


TO MR. WILLIAM NOKES. 


FRIENDSHIP. 
© 1702. 
IENDSHIP, thou charmer of the mind, 
| Thou ſweet deluding ill; 
And ſharpeſt hour we feel. 


® The Lotereſt of England, written by J. S. Eſq. 
L 3 
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II. 
M 
Of pleaſure pain: 
In love the comforts and the cares 


TO NATHANAEL GOULD, ESQ, 
(Now Sir Nathanacl Gould.) 2704. 


— 


1. 
not by ſplendor, or by ftate, 
Exalted mien, or lofty gait, 
My muſe takes meaſure of a king: 
If wealth, os height, or bulk will do, | | 
She calls cach mountain of Peru | 
A more majeſtic thing. 


— 


This is ambition that becomes a ſoul. 


LACKED To VIRTUE, fcc, 
'Frown on me, friend, if c'er I h 
„ 
pen ſhammg 

And wear a bigger lood of exath than cher. 
Let the vain world falute me loud ; 
© My thoughts look inward, and forget 
W 
The flatterics of the crowd. 


II. 
. 


18 


Audi ſearch the traffic of the fea, 


His fleet o'ertakes the falling day, 
And bears the weſtern mines away, ' 
Or richer ſpices from the rifing fun : 

While the glad tenants of the ſhore 

Shout, and pronounce him ſenator *, 
Let ſtill the man's the fame : 

For well the happy merchant knows 

The foul with treaſure never grows, 
Nor fwells with airy fame. 


III. R 
But truſt me, GOULD, tis lawful pride 
To riſe above the mean controul 
Of fleſh and ſenſe, to which we're ty*d : 


* Member of Patliament for a port in guſſex- 
14 


152 


We ſteer our courſe up through the fries ; 
Farewell this barren land ; 


We ken the heav*nly ſhore with longing eyes; 
There the dear wealth of ſpirits lies, 


And beck ning angels ftand. 


* 


TO DR. THOMAS GIBSON. 


THE LIFE OF SOULS. 


LL " 
WIFT as the ſun revolves the day, 
We haſten to the dead; 
Slaves to the wind we puff away, 
And to the ground we tread. 
Tis air that lends us life, when firſt 
The vital bellows heave : 
Our fleſh we borrow of the duſt: 
And when a mother's care has nurs'd 


When bark and fice! play well their game, 
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To fave our finking breath. 
And GIBSON, with his awful pow'r, 


Reſcues the poor precarious hour 
From the demands of death. 


III. 
But art and nature, pow'rs and charms, 


And drugs, and recipes, and forms, 

Yield us, at laſt, to greedy worms 
A deſpi prey : 

I'd have a life to call my own, 


Sure, there's a mind within that reigns- 
O'er the dull current of my veins : 
I feel the inward pulſe beat high 
With vig rous i 
Let carth reſume the fleſh it gave, 
And breath diſſolve among the winds ; 
GIBSON, the things that fear a grave, 
That I can loſe or you can fave, 

Are not a-kin to minds. 

8 

We claim acquaintance with the ſkics ; 

And there our thoughts 


employ. 
When heav'a ſhall fign our grand releaſe, 


We are no ſtrangers to the place, 
The bus neſa, or the joy. 
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| FALSE GREATHNESS. 
I. 
Mar | 
| That only boafts a large eſtate, 
Should all the treaſures of the weſt =» 


He's but a wretch, with all his lands, 
That wears a narrow ſoul. 
.. 
And, prondly poizing what he weighs, 
In his own ſcale he fondly lays 
Huge heaps of ſhining ore. | 
He ſpreads the balance wide, to hold | 
His manors and his farms, | 
Aud cheats the beam with loads of gold | | 
> 
| 


He bugs between his arms. 
So might the pluughboy climb a tree, 
When Creſus mounts his throne, 
And both ſtand up, and file to fee 
How long their ſhadow's grown. 
Alas! how vain their fancies be, 
To think that ſhape their own! | | 


n — 


Te ſiniſn d labours, and yet tedious toils 
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III. 

Thus, mingled fill with wealth 
— 

— 28 
Are far inferior to their ſhow 
Were Iſo tail to reach the pole, 
— be meaſur d by my foul : 

quinid's the Sandard of the man. 


— — —— ——— 


To SARISSA., 
I AN EPISTLE. 
DEAR up, SARISSA, through the ruffling ſtorms 
- - the | 
Of a vain vexing world : Tread down the 
r * 
—— a tear upon them. Truſt the muſe 
Dong I: This briny-dew,- 
W rain of eyes, will make the briers | 
Wer Gong a dee, ad ur fect 
meaſur d a fair ſpace ; have left behind 


A thouſand dangers, and a thouſand ſnares 


Well dap 
rd. Adieu ye horrors of the dark, 


Of days and bours twinge ſmart, 
And the falſe — — 


' Vaniſh together; be 
; be alike forgot 
| Fr ere blended in one common . 
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bear ere 
That we have wach d behind the fiying clouds, 
On night's dark hill, or ſetting or aſcending, 
Or in meridian height : Then filence reigu d 
Oer half the world ; then ye beheld our tears; 
Ye witnefs'd our complaints, our kindred groans, 
(Sad harmony!) while with your beamy horm 
Or richer orb ye filver'd o'er the-green 
Where trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
To mourners. Now ye have fulfill'd your round ; 


Are gone for ever, and have borne away 
Each his own load. Our woes and ſorrows paſt, 
Mountainous woes, ſtill leſſen as they fly 
Far off. So billows, in a ſtormy fea, 
Wave after wave (a long ſucceſſon) roll. 
Beyond the ken of fight : The failors, ſafe, 
Look far a- ſtern till they have loſt the ſtorm, 
And ſhout their boiſterous joys. A gentler muſe 
Sings thy dear ſaſety, and commands thy cares 
To dark oblivion, bury'd deep in night! 
Loſe them, SARISSA, and affiſt my ſong. 
Awake thy voice, fing how the lender line 
Of fate's immortal NOW divides the paſt 
| From all the future, with eternal bars, 


Shortens the deſtin'd number; every pulie 
Beats a ſharp moment of the pain away, 
And the laſt firoke will come. By ſwift degrees 


Thoſe hours are fled : farewell. Months that are gone 


— 


a 


1 
„ 


But, if a 
Breaks 
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Time ſweeps us off; and we ſhall ſoon arrive 
At life's fivect period. O celeſtial point, 
Tua r ends this mortal fory! | 


glimpſe of light, with flatt ' ring ray, 
chrough the clouds of life, or wand'ring fire 


Beware the dancing meteor ; faithleſs guide, 
That leads the loneſome pilgrim wide aftray, 
To bogs, and fens, and pits, and certain death! 
Should vicious pleaſure take an angel-form, 
And at a diſtance riſe, by flow degrees, 
Treacherous, -to wind herſelf-into your heart, 


Stand firm aloof; nor let the gaudy phantom 


Too long allure your gaze : The juſt delight 
That heav'n indulges, lawful, muſt obey 
Superior pow*rs ; nor tempt your thoughts too far 
In flavery to ſenſe, nor ſwell your hope 5 
To dang rous fize. If it approach your feet 
And court your hand, forbid th'intruding joy 
To fit too near your heart : Still may our fouls 


Chaim kindred with the fries, nor mix with duſt 


Our better-born affeftions ; leave the globe 
A neſt for worms, and haſten to our home. 


O there are gardens of th'immortal kind 
That crown the heav'nly Eden's rifing hills | 
With beauty and with ſweets : no lurking miſchief - 


Dells in the fruit, nor ſerpent twines the boughs ;_ 


The branches bend, laden with life and bliſs, 


| Ripe for the taſte; but *tiv-n'flcep aſcent. 
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Hold faſt the* golden chain ler down from heav's ; | 
*T will your fect and wings : 1 feel its re 
— fasen d to the pearly gate, 

It guides the way unerrimg. Happy clue 

Thro“ this dark wild! "Twas wildom"s nobleſt work ; 
Ad by pow'r divine, and every link is love. 2 


Farewell to growing fame. I leave below 
A life not half worn out with cares, 


| at of my days, = 
fee have patience, and can bear 
A long fatigue of life, and drudge through all the race. 


n. 4 


7 


f 


1 firetch the pinions of a bolder 


Scarce had 1 will'd, but I was paſt 


| Deſerts of tracklefs light and all thiethereal wafie, 


And to the ſacred borders brought ; 
There, on the wing, a guard of cherubs lies ; 
Each waves a keen flame as he fhes, 
22, 
III. 
With pleaſing rev'rence I behold 
The pearly wide unfold : 
Enter, my foul, and view th'amazing ſcenes ; 
Sit faſt upon the flying muſe, 
And let thy roving wonder looſe 
O'er all th" 
Noon ſtands eternal here : Here may thy fight 
Drink in the rays of primogenial light ; 
Here breathe immortal air. 
Joy muſt beat high in e ry vein, 
Pleaſure through all thy boſom reign ; 
The laws forbid the ſtranger, Pain, 


* 
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: IV. 
See how the bubbling ſprings of love 
Beneath the throne ariſe ; 
The ftreams in cryſtal channels move; 
Around the golden ſtreets they rove, 
And bleſs the mankons of the upper fries. 


There a fair 
Nor fin nor 
3 © a8 ongha, 
And ſprings from ev'ry root. 
Here may thy greedy ſenſes feaſt, 
While ecſtaſy and health attend on every taſte. 
With the fair proſpet charm'd I ſtood; 
Fearleſs I fed on the delicious fare, 
And drink profuſe falvation from the filver flood ; 
Nor can excels be there. 


V. 


In ſacred order, rang'd along, 
Saints new-releas'd by death 
Join the bold ſeraph's warbling breath, 
And aid th immortal ſong. 
1 bis fringe 


1 long'd and wiſh'd my BRADBURY there; 
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Could he but hear theſe notes, 7 I faid, 
His tuneful ſoul would never bear 
The dull unwinding of life's tedious thread, 
pa burſt the vital chords to reach the happy dead.” 

VI. 
And now my tongue prepares to join 
The harmony, and, with a noble aim, 
Attempts th'unutterable name, 
But faints, confounded by the notes divine. 
Again my foul th*unequal honour fought ; 
Again her utmoſt force ſhe brought, 
And bow d beneath the burden of 
Thrice I eſſay d, and fainted thrice : 
Thimmortal labour firain'd my feeble frame; 
| Broke the bright viſion, and difalv'd the dream. 
I fank at once, and loſt the fries : 
In vain I ſought the ſcenes of light, 
Rolling abroad my longing eyes ; 
For all around'em ftood my curtains and the night. 
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— 


STRICT RELIGION VERY RARE. 


1. 
M borne aloft, and leave the crowd ; 
in 
Skirted with 
Aline eyes, beneath STEM 
Commands the globe 
— 
NM 
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= Gene paſſion 
« 'That we call men ? 2 
——ů ia 


= Wraces! they but heir native fs? 

I an ethereal thoughtariſc, 

* Or ſpark of virtue ſhine, 

« With cruel force they damp its plumes, 

* Choke the young fire with Jenfual fumes, | 
Win bus nen, luſt, or wine. 


IV. 


« Lo! how with 
2 — 


Thus, while I drop a tear or two 

On the wild herd, a noble few 

Dare to ſtray upward, and purſue 
Th*unbeaten way to Gon. 


V. 
I met Myrtillo mounting high : 
I knew his candid foul afar. 


Here Dorylus.and Thyrſis fly, 
Each like a riſing ſtar. 
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Charin I faw and Fidea there : 
I ſaw them help each others flight, 
And blefs them as they go: 
They ſoar beyond mplab'ring fight, 
And leave their loads of mortal care, 
But not their love below. 
On heav'n, their home, they fix their eyes, 
The temple of their Gon: 


With moraing incenſe up they riſe 
Sublime, and through the lower fries 
Spread the perfumes abroad. 


VI. 


Acroſs the road a feraph flew : 
« Mark,” faid he, * that happy pair: 5 
* helps devotion there. ] 
When kindred minds their Gon purſue, 
They break, with double vigour, through 
The dull incumbent air. ; 
Charm'd with the pleaſure and furprize, 
| My foul adores and 
! < Bleis'd be the Pow'r that ſprings their flight, 
That fireaks their path with heav'oly light, 
That turns their love to ſacrifice, 
< And joins their zeal for wings.” 
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a 


| TO MR. c. AND s. FLEETWOOD. 


Try'd by a Standard bold and juſt, 
Honour and gold are paint and duft. 

ow „ 
Things that the crowd call great and brave, 
With me how low their value's brought ! 


Titles and names, and life and breath, 
Slaves to the wind and born for death ; 


The ſoul's the only thing we have 
Worth an important thought. 


The foul ! "is of dvmmortal kind, 


Nor.form'd of fire, or earth, or wind, I behind. 


Appears, 
Array d in rey ſkin, and deck'd with ears and eyes, 


The fleſh is but the foul's 3 
There's nothing in her frame *kin to thedreſs ſhe wears. 
From all the laws of matter free; 
From all we feel, and all we fee, 
She ſtands eternally diſtin, and muſt for ever be. 
III. 


Riſe then, my thoughts, on high; 
Soar beyond all that's made to die; 
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Lo! on an awful throne 
gits the Creator and the Judge of fouls, 
Whirling the plancts round the poles ; 
Swift the approach, and folemn is the day, 
When this immortal mind, 
Stript of the body's coarſe array, | N 
To endleſs pain, or endleſs joy, 
Muſt be at once confign'd. * 
| IV. 
Think of the ſands run down to waſte: 
We polleſs none of all the paſt ; 
None but the preſent is our own. 
Grace is not plac'd within our pow'r ;. f 
Tu but one ſhort, one ſhining hour, A 
Bright and declining. as a ſetting fun. 
See the white minutes wing d with haſte ;- 
The NOW chat flies may be the laſt ; 
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TO WILLIAM BLACK BOURN, ESQ, 


CASIMIR, LIB. 11. OD. 2. IMITATED. 
Dae tegit cn modo brama walles, tc. 


I. * 
ARK how it ſnows ! how faſt the valley fills ; 


And the fweet groves the hoary garment wear; 
Yet the warm ſun-beams, bounding from the hills, 


Shall melt the veil away, and the young green appear. 
II. 


But, when old age has on your temples ſhed 

Her filver froſt, there's no returning fun ; 

Swift flies our autumn, ſwift our fummer's fied, 

When youth, and love, and ſpring, and golden joys 
Tag UT. | 


Then cold, and winter, and your aged ſnow, 
array, 


The chace of is not worth the pains, | 
While the bright ſands of health run waſting dows ; 

And honour calls you, from the ſofter ſcenes, 
To fell the gaudy hour for ages of renown. 
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V. þ 
ru but one youth, and ſhort, that mortals have ; 
And one eld age diflotves our feeble frame : 
But there's a heav*nly art Celude the 'grives 


VI. 
The man that has his country's facred tears 
Bedewing his cold hearſe, has liv'd his day: 
2 we ſhould leave our names 
our 
Old Time and waning tome firecp all the reſt away. 


TRUE MONARCHY. 


ring year beheld th'imperious Gaul 
Stretch his dominion, while an hundred towns 
Crouch d to the victor ; but a ſteady foul . 
Stands firm on its own baſe, and reigns as wide 
As abſolute ; and ſways ten thouſand flaves, 
Luſts, and wild fancies with a ſov*reign hand. 


We are a little kingdom ; but the man 
That chains his rebel-will to reaſon's throne, 
Forms it a large one, whilſt his roy mind 
Makes heav'n its counſel ; from the rolls above 


Tis not a troop of well appointed guards 
Oteate a monarch ; not a purple robe 


M4 
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945 not all the crowns 
tiars that bend about the head. 
— — — rich fines 
A menarch he that conquers all his fears, 
And treads upon them : when he ſtands alone 
Makes his own camp ; four guardian virtues wait 


His ly Gumbers, and ſecure his dreams. 
Now the light ; he ranges all his thoughts 
In ſquare battalions, bold to meet th'attacks 


Of time and chance; himſelf a num*rous hoſt, 
All eye, all car, all wakeful as the day, 
Firm as a rock, and moveleſs as the centre. 


In vain the harlot, Pleaſure, fpreads her charms, 
To lull his thoughts in luxury*s fair lap, 
To ſenſual cafe (the bane of little kings, 
Monarchs whoſe waxen images of fouls 
Are moulded into ſoftneſs) ftill his mind 
Wears its own ſhape ; nor can the heav'nly form 
Stoop to be modell*d by the wild decrees 
Of the mad vulgar, that unthinking herd. 


He lives above the crowd, nor hears the noiſe 
Of wars and triumphs, nor regards the ſhouts 
Of popular applauſe, that empty ſound ; 

Nor feels the flying arrows of reproach, 

Or ſpite, or envy. In himſelf ſecure, 
Wiſdom his tower, and conſcience is his ſhield; 
His peace all inward, and his joys his own. 


Yet, once a day drop down a gentle look 
On the great mole-hill, and, with pitying eye, 
Survey the buſy emmets round the heap, 
and buſtling in a thouſand forms 
Of ſtriſe and toil to purchaſe wealth and fame, 
A bubble or a duſt - Then call thy thoughts 
Up to thyſelf to feed on joys unknown, 


TRUE COURAGE. 


ONOUR demands my ſong. Forget the ground, 
My gen'rous muſe, and fit among the ftars? 

There fings the foul that, conſcious of her birth, 

Lives like a native of the vital world 

Amongſt theſe dying clods, and bears her ſtate 

Juſt to herſelf : How nobly ſhe maintains 

Her character; ſuperior to the fleſh, 


The brutal pow rs were only born t'obey. 
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This is the man whom ſtorms could never make 

Meanly complain ; nor can a flatt*ring gale 

Make him ta proudly : he hath no defire 

To rendfiis ferret Tate: yet, unconctrn'd 

And calm, could meet his unborn 

In all its charming or is frightful ſhapes. 


He that, : and without a groan, 
Bears the firſt wound, finiſh all the war 

3 for the man that well conceals 
The heavy ftrokes of fate, he bears em well. 


He, though tl Atlantic and the Midland ſeas 
With adveric Turges meet, and riſe on high, 
And clouds, and ftars, and thunder, firm he ſtands, 
Secure of his beſt life ; unhurt, unmov'd ; 

And drops his lower nature, born for death. 
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Thither, when Fate has brought our willing fouls, 


No matter whether twas a ſharp diſeaſe, 

Or a ſharp ſword that help'd the travellers an, 
And puſh'd us to our home. Bear up, ay friend, 
Serenely, and break through the ſtormy brine 
With ſteady prow ; know, we ſhall once arrive 

At the fair haven of eternal bliſs 

To which we ever leer; whether, as kings 

Of wide command, ve ve ſpread the ſpacious fea 
With a broad painted fleet, or row d along 

In a thin cock-boat with a lictle oar. 


There let my narrow plank ſhift me to land, 
And I'll be happy. Thus I'll leap aſhore, 
Joyful and fearleſs, on th immortal coaſt, 
Since all I leave is mortal, and it muſt be loſt. 


% 
TO THE MUCH HOKXOURED 


MR. THOMAS ROWE, 
The Dimftor of my Youthful Studics. 


FREE PHILOSOPHY. 


T. 
erb of fools, 
A That leads the learned round the ſchools, 
Io magic chains of forms and rules 


\ 
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My genius ſtorms her throne. 
No more, ye ſlaves, with awe profound 


Beat the dull track, nor dance the round; 


Looſe hands, and quit th enchanted ground: 
» Ia 
II. 
I hate theſe ſhackles of che mind; 
Forg'd by tlic naughty wife: 
Souls were not born to be confin'd, 
And led, like blind and bound: 
But when his native ftrengrth he found, 
He well aveng'd his eyes. 
Idee thy gentle influence, ROWE ; 
Thy gentle influence, like the fun, . 
Only diflolves the frozen ſnow ; 
Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow, 
III. 
Thoughts ſhould be free as fire or wind: 
The pinions of.a fingle mind 
Will all nature fly : 
But who can drag up to the poles 
Long -fctter'd ranks of leader fouls ? 
A genius which no chain controuls 
Roves with delight, or deep, or high: 
Swift I ſurvey the globe around; 
Dive to the center through the falid ground, 
Or travel o'er the fhy. 
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TO THE REVEREND 
MR. BENONT ROWE, 


THE WAY OF THE MULTITUDE. 


I. 

OWE, if we make the crowd our guide 
Through life's uncertain road, 
Mean is the chace ; and, wand'ring wide, 
We miſs th'immortal good: 
Yet, if my thoughts could be confin'd 
To follow any leader-mind, 
I'd mark thy ſteps, and tread the ſame : 
Dreſs'd in thy notions I'd appear, 
Not like a ſoul of mortal frame, 

Nor wich a vulgar air. 


II. 


Men. live at random and by chance ; 
Bright reaſon never leads the dance: 
_ Whilſt in the broad and beaten way, 
O'er dales and hills, from truth we ſtray; 
To ruin we deſcend, to ruin we adyance. 

Wiſdom retires ; ſhe hates the crowd, 

And, with a decent ſcorn, 
Aloof ſhe climbs her ſteepy ſeat, 
Where nor the grave nar giddy fcet 
Of the learn'd vulgar, or the rude, 

Have cer a pallage worn. 
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7 3 ad Cee mind 
Dares tread the fatal error back ; 
But hand in hand ourſelves we bind, 


| And drag the age Ang 


IV. 


Mortals, a ſavage herd, and loud 

As billows on a noiſy flood, 

In rapid order roll: 

makes the miſchief good : 

With jocund heel we beat the road, 
Unheedful of the goal. 

Me let * Ithuriel's friendly wing 

Snatch from the crowd, and bear ſublime 
To wiſdom's lofty tu r, 

Thence to furvey that wretched thing, 

Mankind ; and, in exalted rhime, 
Bleſs the deli ring Pow'r. 


© Ithuriel is the name of an angel in Miet Paradiſe Lal. 


, 
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70 THE KEVEREND 
MA. JOHN HOWE. 
1 1704. 
REAT man, permit the muſe to climb 
G And ſeat her at thy feet; 
Bid her attempt a thought ſublime, 


A puff of honour fills the mind, 
And yellow duſt is folid good : 
Thus, like the aſs of favage kind, 
We ſnuff the breezes of the wind, 
Or ſteal the ſerpent*s food ! 

Could all the choirs 

That charm the poles 

But ſtrike one doleful found, 
'"Twauld be to mourn our fouls, 
Souls that were fram'd i 
In floods of folly drown'd. 


Souls made of glory ſerk a brutal joy ; 
How they diſclaim their heav*nly birth, 


And hate to be refin'd from that impure alloy! 
III. 
Ot has thy genius rous'd us hence 
With elevated fong ; 
Bid us renounce this world of ſenſe; 
Bid us divide th'immortal prize 
With the 


throng : 

4 and love make ſpirits bleſs'd ; 
„ Knowledge their food, and love their reſt; 
But fleſh, beaſt, 
Refiſts the pity of thine eyes, 
Aud mukic of thy tongue. 
Then let the worms of grov'ling mind, 
Round the ſhort joys of earthly kind, 

In reſtleſs windings roam: 
HOW hath an ample orb of ſoul, 
, Ö 
Where love, the centre and the pole, 
Completes the heav'n at home. 
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Melt their bright ſubſtance down with droſſy earth, 


THE DISAPPOINTMENT AND RELIEF, 
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I (where no for'reign cure appears) 
No opiates could be found ? 
| II. 
neee ie Ree Gras, 
Is a deceitful good : | 

Young Doris, who nor guilt nor danger knows, 

On the green margin ſtood, 

Picas'd with the golden bubbles as they roſe, 

And with more golden ſands her fancy pav'd the flood: 
Then, fond to be entirely bleſs'd, 
And tempted by a faithleſs youth, 
As void of goodneſs as of truth, 
She plunges in with heedleſs haſte, 

And rears the nether mud: 
Darkneſs and nauſcous dregs ariſe 

Oer thy fair current, love, with large ſupplics 

Of pain to teaze the heart, and forrow for the eyes. 
The bliſs that charm'd her fight 
Is daſh'd, and drown'd, and loſt : 

A ſpark, or glimm'ring ſtreak at moſt, 


— 
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When the lowring frown ſhe ſpies 

On her haughty ryrant's brow, 

With hnmble love Tie tails bis wrathfel dyes, 
Cheerful the ſmiles upon the grizzly form ; 
So ſhines the ſetting fun on adverſe ſkies, 
And paints a rainbow on the ftorm. 

Anon ſhe lets the ſullen humour ſpend, 
And, with a virtuous book or friend, 
th*uncafy hours: 

Well colouring ev'ry croſs ſhe meets, 
With heart ferenc ſhe ſleeps and eats ; 

She ſpreads her board with fancy'd fwerts, 
And ſtrews her bed with flow'rs. 


10 


th _— 


THE HERO'S SCHOOL OF MORALITY. 


ON, amongf his travels, found 

A broken ſtatue on the ground; 
And, ſearching onward as he went, 
He trac'd a ruin'd monument. 
Mould, moſs, and ſhades, had overgrown 
The ſculpture of the crumbling ſtone ; 
Yet ere he paſs'd, with much ado, 
He : gueir'd, and fpell'd out Sci-rr-o. 

Enough, he cry'd ; © I'll drudge no more 

Inu turning the dull Stoics o'er ; 
Let pedants waſte their hours of caſc 
To iweat all night at Socrates ; 
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To feed their boys with notes and rules, 
 < Thoſe tedious recipes of ſchools, 

To cure ambition: I can learn 
« With greater eaſe the great concern 
„Of mortals; how we may deſpiſe 
All the gay things below the Mies. 


* Methinks, a 

For me theſe ſhatter d tombs contain 
« More morals than the Vatican ; 
The duſt of heroes caſt abroad, 
„Aud kick'd and trampl'd in the road, 

< The relics of a lofty mind, } 


That lately wars and crowns deſigu d, 
« Tois'd for a jeſt from wind to wind, 
« Bid me be humble, and forbear 
— me ora | 
They are but caſtles in the air. 
The tow'ring heights and frightful falls, 
The ruin'd heaps and funerals, | 
Ot ſmoking kingdoms and their kings, 
Tell me a thoufand mournful things 
3 — 


tte, 
« They, Ying, — 
An equal, now lies torn and dend; 
« Here his pale trunk, and there his head; 
Great Pompey ! while I meditate, 
With folemn horror, thy Tad Fate, 

N 2 


* 
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Thy carcaſe, ſcatter d on the ſhore 
« Without a name, inſtructs me more 
Than my whole library before. 


Lie ſtill, my Plutarch, then, and flecp ; 
And you, good Seneca, may keep 
« Your volumes clos d for ever too; 
I have no further uſe for you: 
For when I feel my virtue fail, 
«« And my ambitious thoughts prevail, 
« Fl take a turn among the tombs, 
And ſee whereto all glory comes: 
There the vile foot of ev'ry clown 
Tramples the ſons of honour down; 
<< Beggars with awful aſhes 
uud tread the Cæſars in the dirt.“ 


FREEDOM. 
1697. 
J. 0 
me no more: my foul can ne er comport 
With the — 
A 4 bg 
And. hug dear liberty in both mine arms. 
Go, vaſſal- ſoula, go, cringe and wait, 
And dance attendance at Honorio's gate, 
Then run in troops before him to compoſe his ſtate: 
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Move as he moves, and, when he loiters, ſtand ; 
You're but the ſhadows of a man. 
Bend when he ſpeaks, and kifs the ground: 
Go, catch th*impertinence of found : 
Adore the follies of the great ; 

Wait till he ſmiles. But, lo, the idol frown'd, 

And drove them to their fate. 


Thus baſe-born minds: But, as for me, 
I can and will be free: . 
Like a ſtrong mountain, or ſome ſtately tree, 
My foul grows firm upright ; 
And as I ſtand, and as 1 go, 
It keeps my body fo : 
No, I can never part with my creation-right. 
Let ſlaves and aſſes toop and bow, 
1 cannot make this iron knee 
Bend to a meaner pow r than that which form'd it free. 
III. 
— W 
Pindarical ; then on a branchy ſhade 


I hung my harp aloft, myſelf beneath it laid. 
Nature, that liſten'd to my ſtrain, 


— — 2 a 
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Upwards the ſtarmy forces riſe, 
The duſt flies up and climbs the fries ; 
And, as the tempeſt fell, th'obedient vapours ſunk : 
Again it roars with bellowing found ; 
The meaner plants that grew around, 
The willow and the aſp, trembl'dand kif'd the ground. 
Hard by, there ſtood the iron trunk 
Of an old oak, and all the ſtorm defy d: 
In vain the winds their forces try'd : 
In vain they roar'd ; the iron oak 
Bow'd only to the heav*nly thunder”s ftroke. . 


— —— 


ON MR. LOCKE'S ANNOTATIONS 
UPON SEVERAL PARTS OF THE XEW 
TESTAMENT : 


LETT BEHIND HIM AT HIS DEATH. 


Four d all at once on nature's eyes, 
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II. 

Reaſon could ſcarce contain to ſee 
Th'almighty One, th eternal Three, 

Or bear the infakt Deity. FRY 
Scarce could ber pride deſcend to own m 
Her Maker ſtooping from his thrane, 
And dreſs'd in glories ſo unknown. 

A ranſom' d world, a bleeding Goo, 

Aud heav'a appeas'd with flowing blood, 
Were themes too painful to be underſtood. 


III. 
Faith, thou bright cherub, ſpeak, and ſay, 
Did ever mind of mortal race ' 
Coſt thee more toil, or larger grace, 
To melt and bend it to obey ? 
'Twwas hard to make fo rich a foul ſubmit, 


15 


And lay her ſhining honours at thy ſov'reign feet. N 


IV. 
Siſter of faith, fair Charity, 
Shew me the wondrous man on high; 
Tell how he fees the Godhead three in one: 
[The brig! Po . 


Forgive, he cries, ye ſaints below, 
The wav'ring and the cold aſſent 
* gave to themes divinely true; 

| N 


as 
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Can you admit the blefſed to repent ? 

Eternal darkneſs veil the lines 
« Of that unhappy book, 

« Where glimm' ring reaſon with falſe luſtre ſhines, 

here the mere mortal pen miſtook 
« What the celeſtial meant!“ 


See Mr. Loches Annotations on Rom. iii. 25. and Parapbraſe on 
Rom. ix. 5. which has inclined ſume readers to doubt whether he 
believed the deity and ſatisfaction of Cun is r. Therefore, in the 
fourth ftanza, I invoke Charity, that, by her help, I may find him 
out in heaven; fince his notes on 2 Cor. v. uit. and fome other 
Places, give me zeaſon to believe he was no Socinian, though he 
has darkened the glory of the Goſpel, and debaſed Chriftianity, in 
the book which he calls the Reaſonableneſs of it; and in ſome of 
his other works. ; 


TRUE RICHES. 


* 


AM not concern d to know 
Writat to-morrow fate will do: 
Tis enough that I can fay 

I've poſſeſs d myſelf to-day : 
Then, if haply midnight-death 
Seize my fleſh and ftop my breath, 
Yet to-morrow I ſhall be 

Heir to the beſt part of me. 
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Now upon ſome ſhining top 
Angels light, and call me up; 
I rejoice to raiſe my fect ; 


Boch rejoice when there we meet. 


There are endleſs beautics more 
Earth hath no reſemblance for ; 
Nothing like them round the pole; 
Nothing can deſcribe the ſoul : 
*Tis a region half unknown, 
That has treaſures of its own ; 
Moi e remote from view 
Than the bowels of Peru. 
Broader ti, and brighter far, 
Thaa the Indies are. 
Ships that trace che wat'ry ſtage 
Cannot coaſt it in an age ; 

Harts or horſes, ſtrong and flect, 
Had they wings to help their feet, 
Could not run it half way o'er 
In ten thouſand days, or more. 


Yet the filly wand'ring mind 


THE ADVENTUROUS MUSE. 


I. 


NIA takes her morning flight 
With an inimitable wing : 
Tivoogh rites deluges of deaning light 
She cleaves her wondrous way ; 

She tunes immortal anthems to the growing day ; | 
Nor Rapin * gives her — CEOIIN 


to king. 


She nor enquires, nor knows, nor fears, 
be: rocks, or where th ingulphing 


Climbing the liquid mountains of the tics, 
angels as the flies, 
. 


* A French critic. + An Engliſh maſter of muſic. 


- 


II. 
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Or where the ſea-marks ſtand. 
Touch'd with an empyreal ray, 
She ſprings, unerring, upward to eternal day ; 
Spreads her white fails aloft, and ſteera, 
With bold and fafe attempt, to the celeſtial land; 
II. 
While little riffs along the mortal ſhores, 
With humble toil, in order creep, 
Coaſting in fight of one another's oars, 
Nor venture the boundleſs deep: 
Such low pretending fouls are they | 
Who dwell inclos d in folid erbse of ficull ; - 
Plodding along their ſober way, 
The fnail o'ertakes them in their wildeſt play, 
While the poor labourers ſweat to be correctly dull. 


Bound o'er the everlaſting hills, | 
And loſe:the clouds below, and leave the ſtars behind · 
Give me the muſe whoſe generous force, 
Impatient of the reins; 
Purſues an courſe, . 
Breaks all the critic's iron chains, 
And bears to paradiſe the raptur'd mind. 
V. 
There Milton dwells : The mortal ſung 
Themes not preſum'd by mortal tongue ; 
New terrors, or new glories, ſhine 


Acheld bis muſe, ſent out t' explore 
be unapparent deep where waves of chaos roar, 


A monument too high for coupled ſouls to climb. 
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the wound ring ſenſe, and draw our ſouls along. 


And realms of night unknown before. 
She trac'd a glorious path unknown, 


Tu fields of beav*nly war, and ſeraphs overthrown, 


Where his advent'rous genius led: 

ſhe fram'd a model of her own, 

Nor thank d the living nor the dead. 

The noble hater of degenerate rhime 

Shook off the chains, and built his verſe ſublime ; 


He mourn'd the garden Joſt below ; 
(Earth is the ſcene for tuneful woe!) 
Now bliſs beats high in all his veins ; 
No the loſt Eden he regains, 

Keeps his own air, and triumphs in unrivall'd ſtrains. | 

VI. 

Immortal bard ! Thus thy own Raphael fings, 
And knows no rule but native fire : 

All beav'n fits filent while to his ſov*reign firings - 
He talks unutterable things : 


"With grams inflaits bis watanght Cagare cove 


Acroſs the 
Frem ov'ry mace deveties fringe ; 
Rapture, and harmony, and love, 
O'cripread the liſt ning choir. 
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TO Mn. NICOLAS CLARK. 


THE COMPLAINT. 


1. 3 
— w 


Such are our ſorrows, CLARK, I cry'd; 
Clouds of the brain grow black, and hide 
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Our darken'd fouls behind: 

Ia the young morning of our years 
fogs have climb*'d the ſpheres, 
And choak the lab'ring mind. 
V. 
Lo, the gay planet reats his head, 
And overlooks the lofty ſhade, 
ight' ning all the fries - 

But fay, dear partner of my moan, 
Or when our iuns ariſc ? 


VI. 
In vain are potent herbs apply d: 
Harmonious ſounds in vain have try d 
To make the darkneſs fly : 
But drugs would raiſe the dead as ſoon, 
Or clatt*ring braſs relieve the moon, 


VII. 


Born of the light, and nurs'd with love, 
Aſſiſt our feebler fires : 
Force theſe invading glooms away ; 
Souls ſhould be ſeen quite through their clay, 
Bright as your heav'nly choirs. 
VIII. | 
But, if the fogs muſt damp the flame, 
Gently, kind Death, diſſolve our frame, 
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mad: 


Releaſe the 
„ 
To their bright ſource, and ſhine at Large, 


Nor clouded nor conſin d. 


THE AFFLICTIONS OF A FRIEND. 
1702. 
I. 


OW let my cares all bury'd lie; 
My griefs for ever dumb : 
Your ſorrows {well my beart fo high, 
They leave my own no room. 
II. 
Sickneſs and pains are quite forgot; 
The ſpleen itſelf is gone: 
Plung'd in your woes I feel them not, 
Or feel them all in one. 
HI. 
"Infinite grief puts ſenſe to flight, 
And all the foul invades ; 
So the broad gloom of ſpreading night 
Devours the ev*ning ſhades. 
IV. 
- Thus am I born to be unbleſs'd ! 


This ſympathy of woe 


SACRED To VIRTUE, be. 193 


Friendſhip has only chang'd the chain; 
But I'm the pris ner fill. 
VL 
Why was this life for mis*ry made ? 
Or why drawn out ſo long? 
Is there no room among the dead ? 
Or is a wretch too young ? 
VII. 
Move faſter on, great nature's wheel ; 
Be kind, ye rolling pow*rs ; 
Hurl my days headlong down the hill 
With undiſtinguiſh'd hours. 
VIII. 
Be duſky, all my riſing ſuns, 
Nor {mile upon a flave : 
Darkneſs and Death make haſte at once 
To hide me in the grave. 


— 


THE REVERSE; 
ok, THE COMFORTS OF A FRIEND. 


L. 

T Nature tn'dhermournful tongs, 
> TG ens; 

Revers'd the forrow and the 
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Were kindred ſpirits barn for cares ? 
Muſt ev'ry grief be mine ? 


in Fears, 


— 


Vi. 
Life has a foft and filver thread, 
Nor is it drawn too long: 
Yet, when my vaſter hopes 
I'm willing to be gone. 
VIE. 
Faſt as ye pleaſe, roll down the hill, 
And haſte away my years ; 
Or I can wait my Father's will, 
And dwell beneath the ſpheres. 


TO THE. RIGHT- HON, JOHN, LOAD CUTT3. 


[Art the Siege of Namur. 


THE HARDY SOLDIER. 


I. 
\ WHY is man fo thoughtleſs grown 
Why guilty ſouls in haſte to die? 
«-Vent'ring the leap to worlds unknown; 
« Heedlefs, to arms and blood they fly. 
II. 
« Are lives but worth a ſoldier's pay ? 
« Why will ye join ſuch wide extremes, - 
«4 And ſtake immortal Touls in play 
„Au deſperate chance and bloody games? 
III. 
* Vatour's'a noble turn of thought, 
« Whoſe pardon d guilt forbids ber fears : - 
„Calmly ſhe meets the deadly ſhot, 
Secure of life above the fars. - 
02 
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IV. 
But Faenzy dares eternal fate, 
And, ſpurr'd with honour's airy dreams, 
Flies to attack th'infernal gate, 
„And force a paſſage to the flames.” 


V. 
Thus, hov'ring o'er Nanvzia's plains, 
Sang heav'nly love in Gabriel's form : 
Young THRASO felt the moving ſtrains, 
And vow'd to pray before the florm. 


VL 


Anon the thund*ring trumpet calls; 
Vous are but wind, the hero cries ; 
Then ſwears by heav'n, and ſcales the walls, 
Drops in the ditch, deſpairs, and dies. 


BURNING SEVERAL POEMS OF OVID, 
MARTIAL, OLDHAM, DRYDEN, &c. 


I. 
|” cry >> guru: 
Her ſons to darkneſs, and her works to ie. 
In vain the flatteries of their wit, 
Now with a melting ſtrain, now with a heav'nly flight, 
Would tempt my virtue to approve 
Thoſe gandy tinders of a lawleſs love. 
30 harlots dreſs : They can appear 
Sweet, modeſt, cool, divinely fair, 
To charm a Cato's eye; but all within 
Stench, impudence and fire, and ugly raging fin! 
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II. 

Die, Flora, die, in endleſs ſhame, 
Thou proſtitute of blackeſt fame, 

Stript of thy falſe array. 
Ovid, and all ye wilder pens 
Of modern luſt, who gild our ſcenes, 
Nee the Nin fiage, and peine damnation gap, 
Attend your miſtreſs to the dead : 


When Flora dies, her imps ſhall wait upon her ſhade. 
WW. 


Strephon *, of noble blood and mind 
(For ever ſhine his name) 

As death approach'd, his foul refin'd, 

And gave his looſer fonnets to the flame. 
Burn, burn,” he cry*d, with ſacred rage, 
Hell is the due of ev*ry page; 

Hell be the fate. But, O indulgent heav'n ! 

So vile the muſe, and yet the man forgiv*n ! 

« Burn on, my ſongs ;. for not the. filver Thames, 

Nor Tyber wich his yellow ſtreams, 

In endleſs currents rolling to the main, 

Can Cer dilute the poiſon, or waſh out the ſtain,” 
So Moſes, by divine command, 
Forbade the leprous houſe to ſtand 
When deep the fatal ſpot was grown : 

Freak down the timber, and dig up the ſtone. 


Earl of Rochefier. 
2 


* . 
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TO MES, 3. BENDISH, 


II. 


Or, if theſe erds ave hard and dry 

(Theſe orbs that never uſe to rain) 

Some ſtar direct me where to buy 

One for*reign drop for all my pain. 
—_ 

Indies mine, 


Were both the golden 

I'd give both Indies for. a teur; 

I'd all but what's divine ; 

Nor ſhall I think the bargain dear. 

IV. 

Bat tears, alas ! are trifling things ; 

They rather feed than heal our woe : 
V. 

Thus weeping 1 on: 

drop calls another down, 

. Till we are drown'd in feas of grief. 


\ 


FEW HAPPY MATCHES. 
4 Auguſt, 1701. 


. — — — Hang 
To whom thy ſweeteſt joys belong, 
And who the happy pairs, 
| Whoſe yielding hearts and joining hands 
Find bleſſings twiſted with their bands, 
To ſoften all their cates. 
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III. 
Not fordid fouls of earthy mould, 
Who drawn by kindred charms of gold, 
To dull embraces move : 

So two rich mountains of Peru 
May ruſh to wealthy marriage too, 
And make a world of love. 

— 
Not the mad tribe that hell inſpires 


| With wanton flames; thoſe raging fires 


The purer bliſs deſtroy : 
On Atna's top let furies wed, 
And ſheets of lightning dreſs the bed, 


T umprove the Guramg joy. 


Not the dull pairs, whoſe\marble forms 


NN es rm 
Can mingle hearts and hands : 
Logs of green wood, that quench the coals, 
Are marry d juſt like Stoic ſouls, | 
With ofiers for their bands. 
VI. 

Not minds of melancholy ſtrain, 
Still filent, or that ſtill 

Can the dear bondage bleſs : 
As well may heav'nly concerts ſpring - 
From two old lutes with ne er a firing, 

Or none beſide the baſs. 

VII. 

Nor can the ſoft enchantments hold 
Two jarring fouls of angry mould, 
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The rugged and the keen : 
's young foxee might as well 


Two kindeſt ſouls alone muſt meet; 

"Tis friendſhip makes the bondage ſweet, 
And feeds their mutual loves : 

Bright Venus on her rolling throne 5 
Is drawn by gentleſt birds alone, , 
And Cupids yoke the doves. 


TO DAVID POL HILL, ESQ, 


AN EPISTLE. 
* 3 


LE 
POLHILL mould leave a country ſeat 
When virtue bids him dare be great. 
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Bids you receive a baſe-born lord! 
Awake your caves! awake your fword ! 
—.. 
Britons 1 riſe, 


Faftions among the ; 
tongues, and wild ſurmiſe, 


And 


warring 


V. 
A vote decides the blind debate ; 
Refolv'd, « "Tis of diviner weight 
To fave the fteeple than the ſtate.” 


VI 
The bold machine 5 is form d and join d 


To ſtreich the conſcience, and to bind 


The native freedom of the mind. 


VIII. 
I Trevia * fear to let you ſtand 
Againſt the Gaul with ſpear in hand, 
At leaſt 4 petition for the land. 


—— 


Tux CELEBRATED VICTORY OF THE POLES 
OVER OSMAN, THR TURKISH EMPEROR, 
IN THE DACIAN BATYLE. 


Tranſlated from Cav11enn, B. rv. Od. 4 with large Additions. * 


Abo., the old, the wealchy, and the firang, 
| Cheerful in years (nor of the heroic muſe 
Unknowing, nor unknown) held fair poſſeſſions 
Smil'd on his feed, and ſeventy harveſt moons 
-Fill'd his wide granaries with autumnal joy : 
Beil he refum''d the tail: and, Fame reports, 
| While he broke ug new ground, and ur d his plough 
la grafly furrows, the torn eum diſcios'd 
Sleeping in ruſt) and heaps of mighty bones. 
* Mrs. Polhilt, of the family of thie-Lord Trevor. 
+ Mir. Polkill was one of theſe five zealous gentlemen who 
preſerced the fimous Kemiſh Petition te the parkament, in the 
"reign of King Willizm, w hafien tir ſupplies: in order to ſapport 
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The ſun to the weſtern deep 
Bid him lie down and reſt ; he loos d the 
Yer held his wearicd oxen from their food 


4 «.. © * 


—— yet ſtill his eye 
Jealous and fierce. How large, old ſoldier, ſay, 
How fair a harveſt of the ſlaughter d Turks 
Strew*d the Moldavian fields ? What mighty piles 
Of vaſt deſtruction and of Thracian dead 

Fill and amaze my eyes! Broad bucklers lic- 
(A vain defence) ſpread o'er the pathleſs hills, 
And coats of ſcaly ſteel, and hard habergeon, 
Deep bruis'd and empty of Mahometan limbs. 
This the fierce Saracen wore (for, when a boy, 

E was their captive, and remind their dreſs) :. 


J Sed ae” ita A ar 


n 
His long battalions, while his populous towns - 
Pour d out frefh troops perpetual, dreſs'd in arms, 


Horrent in mail, and gay in ſpangled pride. 


Oh! the dire image of the bloody fight 
Theſe eyes have. ſeen, when the capacious plain 
Was throng'd with Dacian ſpears ; when poliſh*d belms 
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And convex gold blaz'd thick againſt the ſun, 
ing all his beams ! but ing war, 


All gloomy, like a gather'd tempeſt, ſtood 
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its fall. 


The ſtorm of miſſive ſteel delay d a while 
By wiſe command ; fledg*d arrows on the nerve ; 
And ſcymiter and ſabre bore the ſheath 
Reluctant ; till the hollow brazen clouds 
Had bellow'd from each quarter of the field 
Loud thunder, and diſgorg d their ſulph rous fire. 
Then banners wav'd, and arms were mix*d with arms ; 
Then javelins anſwer*d javelins as they fled 
(For both fled hiffing death): with adverſe edge 
The crooked fauchions met ; and hideous noiſe, 
From claſhing ſhields, through the long ranks of war, 
Clang'd horrible. A thouſand iron ſtorms 
Roar diverſe, and in harſh confufion drown 
The trumpet*s filver found. O rude effort 
Of harmony! Not all the frozen ſtores 
Of the cold north, when pour'd in rattling hail, 
Laſh with ſuch madacſs the 
Or fo torment the ear. Scarce ſounds ſo far 
The direful fragor, when ſome blaſt 
Tears from the Alps a ridge of knotty oaks, 
. 

maſly fragment, many a rood in length, 
With hideous claſh, rolls down the rugged cliff, 

Refiſtleſs, plunging in the ſubjeR lake 
Como, or Lugaine ; th'afflited waters roar ; 
Aud various thunder all the valley fills ! 


Such was the noiſe of wir. The troubled nir 
Complain aloud, and the din- 


To regions ; rocks and lofty hills 
Beat the impetuous echoes round the ey... 


Uproar, revenge, and. rage, and hate, appear 
In all their murderous forms; and flame and blood,. 
RI 
In horror: haſty fect and 
And all the forage pailons of the foul, . 
Engage in the warm buſineſs of the day. . 

Here hands, but with no friendly gripe, 
Join in the fight ; 2nd hocafls in cloſe embrace, * 
But mortal as the iron arms af death. 

Here words auſtege, of perilous command, | 
And walour foi Cobey ; bold feats of arms, . 


Dreadful to fee, and glorious to relate, - | ſack 


Shine through the field with more furprizing brigiu- 


Than glittering helms or ſpears. What loud applauſc 


(Beſt meed of warlike toil) what manly ſhouts, 


And yells unmanly, through the battle ring ! 
And ſudden wrath dies into endleſa flame. 


Long did the fate of war hang dubious. Here 
Stood the more au Turk ; the valiant Pole 
Fought here; . 


But what the Dabees, or the coward foul 
Of a Cydonian ; what the fearful crowds 
Or Parthian beaſts, with all their racing riders ; 
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What could they mean agaiat ch intrepid breaſt 
Ge e foe? Th'impetuous Folcs 
Drive down upon them like a double balt 


| of kindled thunder raging thruugh the 

On founding Wheels; . 
1 Rolls his two torrents enen 
And tumbles lofty foreſts headioag to the plain. 


The li | 
What ſhowers of mortal hail, what flaky fires 
Burk from the darkneſs ! While their cohorts firm | 
Met the like thunder, and an equal form | 
From hoſtile troops, but with a braver mind. 

Undaunted boſoms tempt the odge of war, 
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Long vight to all her ſons : at length, diſrob'd, 
The ſtandards fell; the barbarous enfigns, torn, 


Fled with the wind, the ſport of angry Heav'n ; 


Of young-wing'd eaglets fright a thouſand doves. 


Vaſt was the ſlaughter, and the flow'ry green 
maps — Veteran bands 
Stretch'd on the bed of purple honour, lie 

ine. nor dream of battle's hard event, 
Oppreſs'd with iron flumbers and long night. 
Their ghoſts, i to the nether world 


Amongſt the vulgar bands that own'd the name 
Of Mahomet. The wild Arabians fled, 
In ſwift affright, a thouſand different ways, 
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Through brakes and thorns, and climb'd the craggy 
mountains, 
allowing; yet haſty fate o'crtook the cry, 


ö Aud Poliſh hunters clave the timorous deer. 


Thus the dire pruſpect, diſtant, fillꝰd my foul 
With awe ; till the laſt relics of the war, 


Convuls'd the nerves, ſtill ſhivering, nor had loſt 
All taſte of pain: Here an old Thracian lies, 
Deform d with years and ſcars, and groans aloud, 

Torn with freſh wounds ; but inward vitals firm 
Forbid the foul's remove, and chain it down, 

By the hard laws of nature, to ſuſtain 

Long torment : His wide eye-balls roll : His teeth, 

Gnaſhing with anguiſh, chide his ling rimg fate. 

Emblazon'd armours ſpoke his high command 
Among the neighbouring dead; they, round their lord, 

Lay proſtrate ; ſome in flight ignobly flain ; ' 

Some to the ſkics their faces upwards turu d. 

Still brave, and proud to die fo near their prince. 
I mov'd not far, and, lo, at manly length, 

Two beauteous youths, of richeſt Ott man blood, 

Extended on the field : in join'd, ' 

Nor fate divides them: Hardy both ; | 

Both faithful ; 6 


/ 
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Each with his ſhield ſpread oer his lover's heart, 
In vain : For on thoſe orbs of friendly bras 
Stood groves of javelins ; ſome, alas ! too 
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Forc'd from my melting eyes the briny dew, 
And t 


paid a ſacrifice to hoſtile virtue. 

Dacia, forgive the ſigh that wiſh'd the ſouls 
Among the bleſs'd. Sleep, flecp, ye hapleſs pair, 
« Gently,” I cd, © worthy of better fate, 
«<< And better faith.” 1 


Promis'd and footh'd the Sultan, threat'ning fierce, 
With royal ſuppers and triumphant fare 

Spread wide beneath Warſovian filk and gold; 

See on the naked ground all cold he lies, 

Beneath the damp wide cov'ring of the air, 

F 


of his word. How Heaven confounds 
Infulting hopes ! with what an awful ſmile 

' Laughs at the proud, that looſen all the reins 
Totheir unbounded wiſhes, and lead on 
Their blind ambition to a ſhameful end 
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But whither am I borne ? This thought of arms 
Fires me in vain to fing to ſenſeleſs bulls . | 
What generous horſe ſhould hear. Break off, my fong; 
My barbarous muſe, be ſtill: immortal deeds 
Muſt not be thus profan'd in ruſtic verſe : 
The martial trumpet, and the ing age, 
In ſounds of glory. Lo, the evening ftar 
Shines oer the weſtern hill; my onen, come, 
The well-known ſtar invites the labourer home. 


— . 
TO MR, HENRY BENDISH. - 


Dr an 81, Auguſt 24, 1705. 
THE following Song was yours when firſt com- 
. poſed : The muſe then. deſcribed the general face of - 

mankind (that is) to be ill-matched ; and now the re- 
joices that you have eſcaped the common-miſchief, and 
that your ſoul has found its own mate. Let this Ode 
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parables and dreams: Nor are my wiſer friends 
aſhamed to defend it, fince the narrative is grave, an 
the moral fo juſt and obvious. 


THE INDIAN PHILOSOPHER. 


. L Sept. 3, 150. 

1 transform to pain? 

1 Why geatle Hymed"s filken chain 

A plague of iron prove? 

Milliens of hands, ſhould leave their minds 
At fuch a looſe from love! 


II. 


In vain I fought the wondrous cauſe, 
Rang'd the.wite fields of nature's laws, 


And urg'd the ſchools in vain ; 
Theo, deep 


in thought, within my breaſt 
My foul retir*d, and lumber dreſs d 
A bright inſtruQive ſcene. 
III. 
On fancy airy horſe I ride | 
(Sweet rapture of the mind) 
Till on the banks of Ganges flood, 
Ia a tall ancient grove I ſtood, 
© For ſacred uſe defign'd. 


IV. 
Hard by, a venerable prieſt, 
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Awoke his morning ſong; 
Thrice he conjur d the murm ring fiream ; 
The birth of fouls was all his theme, 

v. | 

He fang, © Th'eternal rolling flame, 
That vital maſs, that Still the Same! 
« Does all our minds compoſe : 
But ſhap'd in twice ten thouſand frames; 
* Thence diff 'ring fouls of diff ring names, . 

« And jarring tempeſts roſe. 


VI. 
The mighty Pow'r that form'd the mind, 
One mould for ev'ry two delign'd, | | 
Aud bleſs d the new-born pft: 4 
«+ This be a match for this, he faid ; 
« Then down be ſent the fouls he made, 
To ſeek them bodies here: 


« Hippy the youth that finds the bride | 
66 
| 3 
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The ſwerteſt joy of life: 
« But, ob! the crowds of wretched ſouls 
« Fetter'd to minds of different 
< And chain'd t'cternal ftrife !** 
I. 
Thus ſang the wondrous Indian bard ; 
My foul with vaſt attention heard, 
While Ganges cent d to flow: 
< Sure, then,” I ery'd, + might I but ſee 
« That gentle nymph that twinn'd with me, 
I may be happy too. 
X. 
Some courteous angel tell me where, 
„ What diſtant lands this unknown fair, 
« Or diſtant feas detain ? 
Swift as the wheel of nature rolls 
Ta fly to meet, and mingle fouls, 
4 And wear the joyful chain.” 


THE HAPPY MAN. 


IT. 
ERENSE as light is MTRON. foul, 
—— i=" ng 4 x — 
In manly beauty ſhines his face ; | 
Every muſe, and overy grace, 
Makes his heart and tongue their ſeat ; 


His heart profuſely good, hie vogue dine be 
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MYRON, the wonder of our eyes, 
Behold his manhood ſcarce begun 
Behold his race of virtue run ! 
Behold the goal of glory won! 
War Foue Gl onen 


Her filver trumpets his renown proclaim : 

Which neither Rome nor Athens knew, 

Surely Japan and rich Peru, 

In barbarous ſongs, pronounce the Britiſh hero's name. 


Airy bliſs,” the hero cry'd, 
May feed the tympany of pride; 
But healthy fouls were never found 
To live on emptineſs and found.” 


II. 


Lo, at his honourable feet, 
 Fame's bright attendant, Wat rn, appears; 


When Jove came down in golden ſhow'rs : 
He look'd and turn d his eyes aways 


With high diſdain I heard him fay, 
« Bliſs is not made of glitt ring clay.” 


n. 7 
Now Pour and Gz anDzv court his head, 


With 6 Hy SGT: 
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Gay e and ate, 
Guards and chariots at his gate, 
And flaves in endleſs order round his table wait: 
They learn the dictates of his eyes; 
And now they fall, and now they riſe: 
Watch every motion of their lord ; 
Hang on his lips with moſt impatient zeal ; 
With fwift ambition ſeize th*unfiniſh'd word, 
ache command fylvi. 
Tir d with the train that grandeur brings, 
He dropp*d a tear, and pity'd kings: 
Then, flying from the noiſy throng, 
Secks the diverſion of a ſong. | 


IV. 
Mouc, defcenting on a filent cloud, 
Tun d all ber firings with endleſs art; 
By flow degrees from ſoft to loud, 
Changing, the roſe : the harp and flute, 
Harmonious, join, the hero to ſalute, 
And make a captive of his heart. 
Fruits, and rich Win, and fcenes of lawleſs Love, 
Each with utmoſt luxury ſtrove 
To treat their favourite beſt ; 
But ſounding firings, and fruits, and wine, 
And lawleſs love, in vain combine 
To make his virtue fleep, or lull his foul to reſt. 


$M V. | - 
He ſaw the tediou-round, and, with a fgh, 
Pronounc'd the world but vanity. 
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« Hence, and be gone, Je | 
« Ye vulgar charms of eyes and cars, A 


1. 
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ro DAVID POLMILL, ed. 


AN ANSWER TO AN INFAMOUS SATIRE, 
CALLED, ** ADVICE TO A PAINTER ;” 


WRITTEN BY A NAMELESS AUTHOR, 
AGAINST K. WILLIAM Itl. OF GLORIOUS MEMORY, 


Stn, 


WHEN you put this Satire into my hand, you 
1 my pen to an- 
ſwer fo deteſtable a writing; which might be done 
much more eſſectually by your known zeal for the in- 
tereſt of his majeſty, your counſels and courage em- 
ployed in the defence of your king and country, 
And fince you provoked me to write, you will accept 
of theſe efforts of my loyalty to the beſt of kings, ad- 
dreſſed, to one of the moſt zealous of his ſubjefts, by 


Sin, 
Your mo obedient Servant, 
a I. W. 
PART FIRST. 


ND muſt the Hero that redeem d our land, 

N Here in the front of vice and ſcandal ftand ? 
The man of wondrous foul, that fcorn'd his eaſe, 

Tempting the winters and the faithleſs ſeas, 

And paid an annual tribute of his life 
To guard his England from the Iriſh knife, 


Can your zeal fleep ? Or are your paſſions tame? 

Nor call revenge and darkneſs on the poct*s name ? 
Why ſmoke the ffies not ? Why no thunders roll ? 

Nor kindling lightnings blaſt his guilty ſoul ? 

Audacious wretch ! to ſtab a monarch*s fame, 

And fire his ſubjects with a rebel ume 

To call the painter to his black defigns ; 

To draw our Guardian's face in helliſh lines : 

Painter, beware! the Monarch can be ſhewn | 

Under no ſhape but angels, or his own ; , 9 

"GABRIEL, or WILLIAM, on the Britifh throne * 


Oh! could my thought but graſp the vaſt delign, | 
I'd rouſe from his iron fleep, 
And bid him trace the warrior o'er the deep: 
Trace him, Apelles, o'er the Belgian plain, + x 
Fierce, how he climbs the mountains of the ſlain, > 
Scattering juſt 1 thro? the red campaign! J: 
Then daſh the canvas with a fiying firdke, 
Till it be loſt in clouds of fire and fmdke, 
And fay, *twas thus the Conqueror thro? the ſqua- 
drons broke 5 oe . 


ü — tame? | 
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Far from his troops; there like a rock he ſtood, ! 
— His country's fingle barrier, in a fea of blood! , 
Calmly he leaves the pleaſures of a throne, } 


And his MARIA weeping ;. whilſt alone 

He wards the fate of nations, and provokes his own. 
But-Heav*n ſecures its Champion ; o'er the field 
Paint boring angels: though they y conceal'd, | 
— c C2 WHEL. I. g 


Now, noble pencil, lead him to our ifle ; 
— Mark how the fhies with joyful luſtre fmile, . 
Then imitate the glory; on the. ſtrand 
Spread half the nation, longing till be land, 
Waſh off the blood, and take a peaceful teint; | 
All red the warrior, white the ruler paint; 
Abroad a hero, and at home a faint. 

Throne him on high upon a ſhining ſeat, - 
The crowns of war and peace; and may they blow. 
With flow*ry bleflings ever on his brow !' | 
In facred volumes: thence the monarch draws 

His wiſe and juſt commands ! ——— 

On the fair tablet caſt a reverend ſmile, 

And bleſs the piece; theſe ſtatutes are your Mon 
That fway the cottage and direct the throne; 

| People and Prince are one in WILLIAM*s name ; 
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Let liberty and right, with plumes diſplay d, 


their glad wings around their Guartlian's head, 


Clap 

Rellon o'er the — 

Religion guards him; *. 
Place waiting virtues, each of heav'nly mein; 

Learn their bright air, and. paint it from his eyes; 
The juſt, the bold, the temperate, and the wiſe, 
Dwell in his looks ; majeſtic, but ferenc ; | 
Sweet, with no. fondneſs ; cheerful, but not vain ; 
Bright, without terror. ; great, without diſdain. 

His foul inſpires us what his lips command, 

And fpreads his brave example through the land. 
Not fo the former reigns ; 
O—_ — 

'Let beams of dart gently eye; 

'But the bright ——— 

Are too too vaſt, to be 
E 
6—— EIN GEES 


— PART seen. 


NOW, muſe, purſue the fatiriſt again ; 
Wipe off the blots of his invenom'd pen. 
Hark, how he bids the ſervile painter draw, | 
la monſtrous ſhapes, the patrons of our law; 

At one flight dafh he cancels every name 
From the white.roll of honeſty and fame : 
This ſcribbling wretch marks all he meets for knave ; 


. 
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And, wich unpardonable malice, ſheds 
Poiſon and ſpite on inguiſh'd heads.. 
Painter, forbear, or, if thy bolder hand 
Dares to attempt the villains of the land, 
With filent influence, ſhedding civil war ; 
Or factious „ whoſe magic ſound 

Calls off the fuhjects to the hoſtile ground, 

Theſe are the imps of hell, that curſed tribe | 
That firſt create the plague, and then the pain deſcribe. 


Draw next above the great ones of our iſle, 
Still from the good diſtinguiſhing the vile ; 
Seat em in pomp, in grandeur, and command, 
Peeling the ſubzecte with a greedy hand: 
Paint forth the knaves that have their nation fold, . 
And tinge their greedy looks with ſordid gold. 
Mark what a ſeliſh faction undermines 
| The pious monarch's generous defigns ; 
Spoil their own native land as vi 
Vipers that tear their mother's bowels through. 
Let great Naffau, beneath a careful crown, 
Mournful in majeſty, look gently down, 
Mingling foft pity with an awful frown : . 
He grieves to ſee how long in vain he ſtrove } 


| 


To make us bleſs'd, how vain his labours prove 
To fave the ſtubborn landhecondeſcendsto love. 
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Imitated partly from Castna, B. rv, Od. rg. 


ARIA, there's nothing here that's free 
From weariſome anxiety ; 

And the whole round of mortal joys 

With ſhort poſſeffion tires and cloys : 


Tis a dull circle that we tread, 


Juſt from the window to the bed : 
We riſe to ſec and to be ſeen, 
Gaze on the world a while, and then 
We yawn, and ſtretch to fleep again. 
But Fancy, that uneaſy gueſt, 
Still holds a lodging in our breaſt ; 

She finds or frames vexations ftill ; 
Herſelf the greateſt plague we feel. 


We take ſtrange pleaſure in our pain, « 


And make a mountain of a grain ; 
Aſſume the load, and pant and ſweat 
Beneath th'imaginary weight. 

With our dear felves we live at ſtrife, 
While the moſt conſtant ſcenes of life 
From peeviſ humours are not free, 
Still we aſſect 
Rather than paſs an eaſy day, 

We fret and chide the hours away ; 
Grow weary of this circling fun, 
And vex that he ſhould ever run 
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To THE DISCONTENTED AND UNQUIET. 
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The fame old track, and ſtill, and ſtill. 
Riſe red behind yon eaſtern hill; 

And chide the moon, that darts her light 
"Through the fame caſement every night. 


Flies to the woods; a hermit ſaint! 
She loaths her patches, pins, and paint; - 
Dear diamonds from her neck are torn : 
But Houmovns, that eternal thorn, 
Sticks in her heart : ſhe's hurry'd ſtill. 
Twin her wild paſſions and her will : 
Haunted and hagg'd where er ſhe roves, 
By putrling ſtreama, and filent groves, 
Or with her furics or her loves. 

Then our own native land we hate ; 
Too cold, tos v indy, or too wet; 
To France or Italy for air. 

In vain we change, in vain we fly: 
"Go, Sylvia, mount the whirling ſky, 
Or ride upon the feather'd wind 

In vain ; if this diſcaſed mind 
'Clings faſt, and fill fits cloſe behind 
Faithful diſcaſe, that never fails 
Attendance at her lady's fide, 
Over the deſart or the tide, 
On rolling wheels, or flying fails. 
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the ſoul that virtue ſhews 
To fix the place of her repole, _ 

Needleſs to move ; for ſhe can dwell 
In her old grandfire's hall as well. 

Via ru, that never loves to roam, 

But ſweetly hides herſelf at home; 

Aud, eaſy, on a native throne 

Of humble turf, fits gently down. 


Yet, ſhould tumultuous ſtorms ariſe, 
And mingle earth, and feas, and fries ; 
Should the waves ſwell, and make her roll 
Acroſs the line, or near the pole, 

Still ſhe's at peace; for well ſhe knows 
To launch the ftream that duty ſhews, 
And makes her home where er ſhe goes. 
Bear her, ye ſeas, upon your breaſt, 
Or waft her winds, from caſt to weſt 
On the ſoſt air: ſhe cannot find } 


A couch fo eaſy as her mind, 
Nor breathe a climate half fo kind. 
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TO jon HARTOP®, £50Q. 


Shake off your caſe, and ſend your name 
Te immortality and ane, -. - 
Dy ev'ry haur that ies. 
Youth's a ſoft feene, but truſt her not: 
Her airy minutes, fwift as thought, 
Slide off the ſphere. 
Moons with their months make haſty rounds; 
The fun has paſs'd his vernal bounds, 
| III. 
Let folly dreſs in green and red, 
Knit bluſhing roſes round her head; 
Alas ! the gaudy colours fade, 
The waxes old. 
HARTOFPP, mark the withering roſe, 
And the pale gold how dim it ſhews ! 
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IV. 


Bright and laſting 
Iz all romance and dream ; 
Only the joys celeſtial flow 
In an eternal enn. 
The pleafures that the ſmiling day 
With large fight hand beſtows, 
Falſely her left conveys away, 
And ſhuffles in our woes. 
So have I ſeen a mother play, 
And cheat her filly. child; 
She gave and took a toy away, 
n 


Not half ſo faſt the flies 
When file, and un, and lab — 
EIT * | 
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ro THOMAS GUNSTON, ESQ, 


HAPPY SOLITUDE. 
— Book 2x. Od. 12. imitated. 1 , 
Laid me latentem, bc. 
| 1700. 
1. 
HE noiſy world com of me 
That I ſhould ſhun their fight and flee 
Viſits, and crowds, and company. 
GUNSTON, the lark dwells in her neſt 
Till the aſcend the ies: 
And in my cloſet” I could reſt 
Till to the Heavens I riſe. 
II. 
"Yet; they will unge, This private life 
Can never make you'bleſs'd; 
Aud twenty doors are ftill at ſtriſe 
« T*cngage you for a gueſt.” 
Friend, ſhould the towers of Windſor or Whitchall 
Spread open their inviting gates 
To make my entertainment gay, 
J would obey the royal call, 
But ſhort ſhould be my ſtay, 
Since a diviner ſervice waits 


T"cwploy wy hours at home, and better iii the day: I 


— 
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ni. 

When I within myſelf retreat, 

I ſhut my doors againſt the great; 

My buſy eye balls inward roll, 

And there with large furvey I ſee 

All the wide theatre of me, 
And view the various ſcenes of my retiring ſoul ; 
There I walk o'er the mazes I have trod, 
rr 
Whether this opera of liſe 
— — 


There's a day skug (ix an awful day!) 
When the great ſhall at large review 


All that we ſpeak and all we do; 
The forundl grow w6.0Þ en ap anne caps 
Theſe he approves, and thoſc he blames, 
And crowns « porter, and a prince be damne, 
Oh! if the Judge from his tremendous feat. 
Shall not condemn what I have done, 


I ſhall! be happy though unknown, - 
Nor heed the gazing rabble, nor the ſhouting ſtrect. 


V. 
Thate the Gros vs friend, that fprings 
From vulgar breath and empty found ; . 
Fane mounts —  harving gots 
Upon her airy wings, 
Till Envy ſhoots, and Far receives the wound 3 
Then her pinions fail; 
Down Gros v falls and ſtrikes the 


And breaks her battcr'd limbs 


% LYKIC POEMS, Book I1. 
| Rather let me be quite conceal'd from Fan 


Here I could live and die alone; 


Or if ſaciety be due 
To keep our taſte of pleaſure new, 

GUNSTON, Fd live and die with you; 
For both our ſouls are one. 


mn 
Here we cul i and puſs the pen bows 
And pity Kingdoms kingdoms and their kmgs, 

And at afl their ſhining things, 

Their toys of tate, and images of power; 
Virtue ſhould dwell within our ſeat, 
Virtue alone could. make it fireet, 

Nor is her{elf ſecure, but in a cloſe retreat. 


Her cn are loſt in Exvy's fight, 
And Vizros Gands the mack of univertal {pigit. 


TY ;' T1 Of 
TO JOHN HARTOPP, ESQ, 


| Fleſh is the Welt and the leaft 

Ingredient of our frame: 
We're barn to live above the beaſt, II 
Pleaſures of ſenſe we leave for boys ; 
Be ſhining duſt the mere food ; 


THE MOURNING PIECE. | 
a long tragedy : this globe the ſtage, 


TRY 
2115 


füit1! 
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Gay fielde, and Nies, and ſeas ; the aftors many ; 


— 
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The plot immenſe. A flight of demons fit 


On every failing cloud with fatal purpoſe, 

And ſhoot acroſs the ſoenes ten thouſand arrows 
and unſeen, headed with pain, 

With ſorrow, infamy, diſeaſe, and death. 

The pointed plagues fly filent through the air, 

Nor twangs the bow, yet ſure and deep the wound. 


Dianthe acts her little part alone, 


| Nor wiſhes an affociate ; lo, the glides 


Single through all the frorm, and more ſecure z 

The feweſt darts. * But, O my lov'd Marills, 
My fifter, once my friend,” Diaathe eres, 
« How much art thou expos'd ! Thy growing ſoul 
« Doubled in wedlock, multiply d in children, | 
Stands but the broader mark for all the miſchicfs 
That rove promiſcuous o'er the mortal ſtage: 


« Children, thoſe dear young limbs, thoſe teaderct 


pieces | 11 5 
Of your own fleſh, thoſe little other ſelves, 

« How they dilate the heart to wide dunenhons, 
«< And ſoſten every fibre to improve 

„The mother's ſad capacity of pain! N 
I mourn Fidelio too : though heaven has choſe 
„A favourite mate for him, of all her ſen 

« The pride and flower. How bleſs*d the lovely pair 
Beyond expreſſion, if well mingled loves, 

And woes well mingled, could improve our bliſs ! 
« Amidſt the rugged cares of life, behold = 
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The father and che huſband; flattering names, 
< That ſpread his title, and enlarge his hare 3 
< Of common wretchedneſs. He fondly hopes 
To multiply kis joys ; but every hour 
«© Renews the diſappointment and the ſmart. 
< There's not a wound aifllift the mennet joint 
<c Of his fair partner, or her infant train 

<< (Sweet babes !) but pierces to his inmoſ ſoul. 
Strange is thy pow's, Oe what numerous veins, 
< And arterics, and arms, and hands, and eyes, 

„ Are bak'd nnd faften'd to x lover's heart 


wwawaucsgeh 


< By ſtrong but fecret firings ! With vain attempt 

<< We put the oe en; in vain we try 

„ To back the ties of nature aid of Vlood ; 

© Thoſe hidden threads maintain the dear commumon 

Invielably firm: their thrilling motions, | 

<< Reciprocal, give endicfs fympathy 
In all the bitters and the fireets of life. 

«< Thrice happy man, if pleafure only knew 

« Theſe avenues of love to reach our ſouls, 

„ And pain had never found em!“ 


in 

gay Firm the ſtood, 
And bold gepulr'd the bright temptation ftill, 
Nor put the chains on ; dangerous to try, 
And hard to be Ad. Yet rifing tears 
Sat on her eye-kds, while her numbers flow'd | 


r 4a lt 4 4. at 4 40 a> OSS 


If but the abſence of a day divide 
Thee from thy fair belov'd ! vainly 


ſmiles 


| -The cheerful fun, and-night with radiant eyes 


Twinkles in vain: The region of thy foul 
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Are half thy joys fincere ? thy hopes fulfill'd 
Or fruſtrate ? Here commit thy ſecret griefs- 
To faithful cars, and be they bury'd here 
In friendſhip and oblivion, leſt they ſpoil 
Thy new-born pleaſures with diſtaſteful gall. 
Nor let thine eyes too greedily drink in 

The frightful proſpect, when untimely death 
Shall make wild inroads on a parent's heart, | 
And his dear to the cruel grave 
Are dragg'd, in fad fucceffion, while his ſoul 
1s tora away pi 
A various death, and frequent, ere he quit 


From the fair boſom of that fellow-dove 
He leaves behind to mourn ! What jealous cares 
Hang on his parting ſoul, to think his love 
Expos d to wild oppreſſion, and the herd 
Of ſavage men! 80 parts the dying turtle 
With ſobbing accents, with ſuch fad regret 
Leaves his kind feather'd mate: the widow- bird 
Wanders in loneſome ſhades, forgets ber food, 
Forgets her life ; or falls a ſpcedier prey 
To talon'd faulcons, and the crooked beak 

Of hawks athirſt for blood. 
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Thus dies the wretch- - 


6 R 


TAE SECOND PART ; 
on, THE BRIGHT VISION, 


THUS far the muſe, in unaccuſtom'd mood, 
Aud ſtrains unpleafing to a lover's car, 

Indulg'd a gloom of thought ; and thus ſhe ; 
Partial ; for MELancaoLY's hateful form Ss 
Stood by in fable'robe. "The penfive muſe 
Survey d the darkſome ſcenes of life, and fought 
Some bright relieving glimpſe, ſome cordial ray, 
Au the fair world of love; but while the gaz d, 
- Delightful, on the ſtate of twin-born fouls 
United, bleſs'd, the cruel ſhade apply d 

A dark long tube, and a falſe tinctur d glaſs, 
Deceitful ; blending love and life at once 

In darkneſs, -chaos, and the common maſs 

Of miſery. Now Urania feels the cheat, 

And breaks the hated optic in diſdain. 

Swift vaniſhes the ſullen form, and, lo, 

With wrinkled brow, nor anguiſh, nor diſcaſc, 
Nor malice, forky-tongu'd. On this dear ſpot, 
To act thy part of life ſerene and bleſs*d 


With the fair conſort fitted to thy heart. 


Where the firſt authors of our mournful race 


2 rie POEMS, Nan. 


Liv'd in ſweet ip! One hour they liv'd, 


But chang'd the taſted bliſs (imprudent pair!) 
For fin and ſhame, and this vaſt wilderneſs 


| ; the ſpicy vapours 
Riſe with the dawn, and, through the ir diffus'd,. 
Salute your waking ſenſes with perfume ; 
While cal fruits, with their ambrokial juice, 
Renew life's purple flood and fountain pure 
From vicious taint ; and with your innocence 
Immortalize the ſtructure of your clay. 
On this new the cloudleſs fries 
Shall ſmile perpetual, while the lamp of day, 
With flames unfully'd (as the fabled torch 
Of Hymen) meaſures out your golden hours 
ler cor The nuptial moon, 
In ſerene, ſhould nightly riſe, 


O facred ſymphony * Hark, through the grove | 
22 —— Ti all attention, 
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| $4cne® de vun, . 29 
delight ! 


All ear, ll ecſtaſy ; wnknown 
— ————r—gg 


ic minds of high degree = 


with men : again returning, 
the Get ECTS 5 


Lo, at the eaſtern gate young cherubs 
— 2 
Go, taſte their banquet, learn their nobler pleaſures 
and from brutal nefin's. 

Raphacl ſhall teach thee, fri exalted thoughts 
And intellectual bliſs. *T'was Raphael taught 

The patriarch of our progeny th'affairs 
Of Heav'n (fo Milton fings, enlighten*d bard ! 
hn pda pt 6 <1 <a 
The angel's great narration he repeats 

To Albion's ſons high-favour'd) : thou ſhalt learn 
Celeſtial leflons from his awful tongue: 
And with ſoft grace and interwoven loves 
(Grateful digreſion) all his words rehearſe 
To thy Chariſſa s car, and charm her foul. 
— — 2 
Of Eden, our firſt father entertain d 
Eve, his fole auditoeſs ; and deep diſpute = 
With conjugal carefles on her lip 

Solr'd caly, and abliruſeſt thoughts ever d. 


Now the day wears apace, now Mit 10 comes. 
From his bright tutor, and finds out his mate. 
Bchold the dear aflociates, ſeated low 


„ LYRIC POEMS, Nan. 


On humble turf, with roſe and myrile fend 


ON = 
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« Iſrael's anointed King, the appointed Heir 
« of the creations How debas'd he les | 
« Beneath his regal ſtate ;. for thee, my MAT 
« Debas'd in ſervile form ; but angels flnad 

„ Miniſtering round their charge with folded wings, | 
40 though unſeen; — 
« Fulfill'd the day, and the grey cvening roſe. 

« Then the fair guardians hov'ring o'er his bead, 
| < Wakeful all night, drive the foul ſpirits far, 
« And with their fanning pinions purge the air 

From buſy phantoms, from infectious damps, 
| ©4 And impure taint ;. while their ambrofial plumes 
* A dewy lumber on his ſenſes ſhed. 
Alternate hymns the heavenly watchers ſang, 
ES 
« And kept the darkneſs chaſte and holy. Then ; 
* was charm' d, and all her gazing eye 
Wonder d to ſee their mighty Maker fleep.. 
Zehold the glooms diſperſe, the roſy morn: 
« Smiles in the caſt with eye · lids opening fair, 
« But not fo fair as thine ; Oh! I could fold de, 
« My young Almighty, my Creatorbabe,, 
For ever in theſe arms! for ever dwell 
« Upon thy lovely form with gazing gazing joy, 
Aud every pulſe ſhould beat ſeraphic love! 
« Around any —— 
With ſwift ambition, zealous to attend 
« Their Prince, and form 4 hen n below the fry... 


„ Forbear, Charifſa, O forbear the thought. 
7 
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„ That interrupts fock metting harmony !” 
Thus Miro; 9m 

To pay juſt worthip to the ſacred Ki 

Mia the caveiſes of her fofter fex ; 

(Vain blandiſhment !) Come turn thine eyes afide 
„ From Bethe em, and climb up the doleful ficep 
Of bloody Catrary, where naked ſculls 

fees the fad road, and fright the traveller. 

« Can my beloved bear to trace the feet 
„Of her Redeemer, panting up the hill 


„ Nail'd to the cruel wood, he. groans, he dies, 
For thee he dies. Beneath thy fins and mine 
„% (Horrible load !) the finleſs Saviour groans, 
„% And in fierce anguiſh of his foul expires. 
Searching | 


a Howe Satan, overthrown with all his hoſts, 
4 In ſecond. ruin rages and defpairs ; 

«« Long held in flavery, hopes a fect releaſe, 
« And Adan's ruid'd offepring ſhall revive, 


The fair difeigle heard; her paſions move, 
Hani to the great diſcourſe, and breathe 
'Refin'd devatien, while now finiles of love 


« Hard burdea'd ? Can thy heart attend his croſs ? | 


F from the greedy jaws of death.” 
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Read o'er the covenant of eternal life 
down to men ; ſeal'd by the facred Three 


For us this cheerful ſun and cheerful light 
<«< Diurnal ſhines. This blue expanſe of &y 
% Hangs a rich canopy above our beads, 

| 2 
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<< Inwrought, when night alternates her return. 
For us time wears his wings out: nature keeps | 
Her wheels in motion, and her fabric ſtanda. | 
«« Glories, beyond our ken of mortal fight, | 
<< Are now preparing, and a manſion fair 
«© Awaits us, where the faints unbody'd live : 

< Spirits releas'd from clay, and purg d from fin. 
«« Thither our hearts with moſt inceſſant wiſh, 
< Panting, aſpire. When ſhall that deareſt hour 
<< "Shine and releaſe us hence, and bear us high, 
<< Bear us at once unſever'd to our better home?“ 


Thus angels mix their flames, and more divinely 
| grow. * 4 
THE THIRD PART; . 
OR, THE ACCOUNT BALANCED. 


I. 
SHOULD ſov'reign love before me ſtand, 
With all his train of pomp and ſtate, 
And bid the daring muſe relate 
His comforts and his cares ; 
Mirzo, I would not a the ſand 


Say, Damon, ſay, how bright the ſcene ! 

Damon is half divinely bleſs'd, 

Leaning his head on his Florella's breaſt, + 

Without a jealous thought, or buſy care between: 
* | 


\ 
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Then the farect paſſions mix and ſhare ; 
Florella telle thee all her heart, 

Nor can thy foul's remoteſt part 

Conceal a thought or wiſh from the beloved fait. 

Say, what a pitch'thy pleaſures fly, 

When friendſhip all fincere grows up to ecſtaſy, 

Nor ſelf ona the bliſs, nor vice pollutes the joy. 
While thy dear offspring round thee fit, 


But ſhort is carthly bliſs ! The changing wind 
Blows from the fickly fouth, and brings 
Relcatleſs death fits cloſe behind: 
Now gaſping infants, and a wife in tears, 
— With piercing groans, falutes his cars, 
every vein the thrilling torments roll; 
While fweet and bitter are at ſtrife 
In thoſe dear miſerics of life, 
Thoſe tendereſt pieces of his bleeding ſoul. 
The ſenſe of love awhile, 
we / - (ana 
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IV. 

Here then let my ambition reſt ; 

May I be moderately bleſs'd 

When I the laws of love obey : 

In equal balance ever reign, 
And ſhare juſt meaſures of alternate ſway. 
So Damon lives, and ne er complains ; 
Scarce can we hope diviner ſcencs 
On this dull ſtage of clay: 
The tribes beneath the northern bear 
Submit to darkneſs half the year, 

Since half the year is day. 


1 


ON THE DEATH or THE DUKE OF GLOU- 
CESTER, JUST AFTER MR, DRYDEN. 1700. 


DEN is dead! DRYDEN lone could fing . 
- The full-grown glories of a future hing: a 
Now GLOSTER dies: Thus leſſer herocs live 

By that immortal breath that poets give, 

And ſcarce furvive the muſe: But WILLIAM ftande, 
Nor aſks his honours from the poet's hands. 
WILLIAM ſhall ſhine without a DRYDEN's praiſe 3 
His laurels are not grafted on the bays. gh 
R 4 
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| AN EPIGRAM OF MARTIAL TO CIRINUS. 


Sic, tua, Cirini, m epigrammata vga, 
Ut mecunt poffis, fic. 


INSCRIBED TO MR, ost HORT, 1694. 
(Now Lord Biſbep of Kilmore, in Ireland.) 
O ſmooth your 'nunibers, friend, your verſe ſo 
So ſharp the jeſt, and yet the turn ſo neat, ¶ ſweet, 
That, with her Martial, Rome would place Cirine; 
Rome would prefer your ſenſe and thought to mine. 
Yet, modeſt, you decline the public ſtage, 
To fix your friend alone amidſt th" 
+ So Mare did; the mighty Maro fings 
In vaſt heroic notes of vaſt heroic things, 
And leaves the ode to dance upon his Flaccus ſtrings. 
He fcora'd to daunt the dear Horatian lyre, | 
"Though his brave genius fla d Pindaric fire, 
And at his will could filence all the lyric choir. 
So to his Varius he refign'd the praiſe 
Of the proud buſkin and the tragic bays 
— When he could thunder with a loftier vein, 
f And fing of gods and heroes in a bolder firain. 


. And 


A handſome treat, a picee of gold, or ia, 
compliments | 
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EPISTOLA, 


FRATRI SUO DILECTO, R. w. J. w. 
8. F. D. 


A ; non inane eſt in- 
ter nos fraternum nomen, unicus enim ſpiritus nos in- 
tüs animat, agitque, & concordes in ambobus efficit 
mutua 
charitas; faxit Ds us, ut amor fui noſtra incendat & 
defeecet pectora, tunc etenim & alternis pure amici- 
tir flammis erga nos invicem divinum in modum ar- 
debimus ; contemplemur Jasum noſtrum, calckc 


| ilud & adorandum exemplar charitatis. Ille eit 


QUI quondam æterno delapſus ab zthere vultus 
—— _ — )—9 
Heu miſeras !) fufferre vices ; ſponſoris obivit 
Munia, & in ſeſe tabule maledifta minacis 
Tranſtulit, & ſoeleris pernas hominiſque reatum. 


Ecce, jacet deſertus humi, diffuſus in herbam, 
Integer, innocuas verſus ſua fidera palmas 
Et placidum attollens vultum, nec ad ofcula patris 
Amplexus ſolitofve ; artus nudatus amictu 
Sidereos, & ſponte ſinum patefactus ad iras 
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Infenſuſque De vs (quem jam poſſuiſſe paternum 
Muſa queri vellet nomen, fed & ipſa fragores 
Ad tantos pavefacta filet) ; jam difilit ther, 
Ina, & pœnarum theſauros mille coercet 


1 Fe 9 * 
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Panduntur, favis avidus dolor involat alis, 
T7 audax mentem ſcrutatur, & lia mordet ; 
Interea ſervator & ovat, victorque doloris 
Eminet, illuftri || perfuſus membra cruore, 
Exultatque miſer fieri ; nam fortivs illum 

Patris honos, & non vincenda voluptas 
Servandi miſeros ſontes ; O nobilis ardor 
'| Peenarum ! O quid non mortalia peftora cogis, 
Durus amor? Quid non calc? 


At ſubfidat phantaſia, vaneſcant imagines ; neſcio quo 

me proripuit amens mula : volui quatuor lincas pedi- 
| bus aftringere, K, ec! numeri creſcunt in immen- 
fum ; dumque concitato genio laxavi frama, vereor ne 
imaginatio. Heri allata eſt ad me epiftola indicans 
matrem meliuſculè ſe habere, licet ignis febrilss non 
- volui, fed turgidi & creſoentes verſus noluere plura, & 
coarctàrunt ſcriptionis limites. Vale, amice, frater, & 
in ſtadio pietatis & artis medicg ſtrenuus decurre. 


Datum à muſzo meo, Londini xv. Kalend. Febr. 
anno ſalutis CI21ICXciit. 


$ Col. ii. 25. 1 Luc. . 44+ 
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FRATRIS E. w. OLIM NAVIGATURO. 
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AD REVERENDUM VIRUMN 


Du JOHANNEM PINHORNE, 
FIDUM ADOLESCENTIA MEA PRACEPTOREM. 


— 6. 


Te, Maro, dulcè canens ſylvas, te bella ſonantem 

Ardua, da veniam tenui venerare cameent : 
Tuzque accipias, Thebane vates, 

Debita thura lyræ. 

Vobis, magna trias ! clariſſima nomina, ſemper 

Scrinia noſtra patent, & pectora noſtra patebunt, 

— — — 
Divina Mofis pagina. 


254 LYRIC POEMS, Nan. | 
Il. 


Flaccus ad hanc triadem ponatur, at ipſa pudendas 
vencres : venias, ſed & purus & inſons 
Ut te collaudem, dum fordes & mala luſtra 
— —— — Reciſæ 
He lege accedant ſatyræ Juvenalis, amari 
Terrores vitiorum. At longè cæcus abeſſet 
Perſius, obſcurus vates, nifi lumina circum- 
fuſa forent, Sphingiſque ænigmata, Bonde, ſcidiſſes. 
Grande ſonans Senece fulmen, grandiſque cothurni 
Pompa Sophoclei celſo popantur eodem 

Ordine, & ambàbus fimul hos amplectar in ulnis- 


Stet juxta Caſimirus *, huic nec parciùs ignem 
Ar 


Alas, & toller in altum. 

Jam juga Zionis radens pede 

Elato inter fidera vertice 

Longe deſpecto mortalia. 

Quam juvat altiſonis volitare per æthera pennis, 

Et ridere procul fallacia gaudia ſecli | 
Terrellz grandia inagia, 

Que mortale genus (heu ! male) deperit. 

O curas hominum miſeras! cano, 

Et miſeras nugas diademata ! 

Ventoſa fortis ludibrium. 

En mihi ſubſidunt terrene a pectora fæces, 

Geſtit, & cfirenis divinum effundere carmen 

Mens afflata Deo 

at vos heroes & arma. 

Quid mihi cum veſtre pondere lancez,. 

Pallas! aut veſtris, Dionyſe, Thyrfs ? 

3 & ang, & Ton, & Ewouks, 


Te, Dzvs omnipotens ! te noſtra fonabit JESU 
Muſa, nec aſſueto czleſtes barbiton ausũ 
Tentabit numeros.. Vaſti fine limite numen & 


Lmmenſum fine lege Dt un numeri fine lege ſonabunt. 


Sed muſam magna pollicentem deſtituit vigor; di- 
vino jubare oculorum acies. En, labaſ- 


cit pennis tremit artubus, ruit deorſum par inanc æthe- 
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Ignoſcas, reverende vir, vano conninini ; fraginen 
boc rude licet & impolitum qui boni cenfula, & 


FVotum, ſen Vita in Terris beata«. 


9 


AD vu DIGNISHINU . 
JOHANNEM HARTOPPIUM, BART. 
| „ 14h £ | 
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— ey won of 

Blandimenta artis Gmul 

Verba; drew & inane facri 

Nomen amici ! _ 
3 

Felle ſacratum vitias amocem, 


| Werne doen bins 


Et pharetrate puer 
. 
Mn ens, puer, ignibus ; 
Zthereũ fervent face pectata, 
Sacra mihi Venus eſt Urania, 

E juvenis Jeſſæus amor mihi. 
VII. 

Celeſte carmen (nec taceat lyra 

Jeſſæa) letis auribus inſonet, 

Nec Watfianis, & medullis, 

Sacri libelli delicize mem, 

E vos, fodales, femper amabiles, 

Nunc fimul adfitiz, nunc viciffim,:. 

Et fallite t=dia vite. 


ao LYRIC: POEMS, Book IL 


(How Mrs, Rows) 1 

.ON THE SIGHT OF SOME OF, HER DIVINE 
-POEMS, NEVER PRINTED. 

July ng, 2706. 


My foul retit d, and left tongue : 
I was all ear, and PHILOMELA's fog 


„. 


the 
Attend 5 
And my devotion 


"Pry 
riſe on her ſeraphiæ wings 
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Sacred to the Memory of the Dead. 
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AN EPITAPH 

ON KING WILLIAM III. 
Ol glorious Memory, 

n DIED MARCH 8, 701. 


1. 


ENEATH theſe honours of a tomb, 
| Gzzarnszs in humble ruin lies: 
- (How earth confines in narrow room 
"What heroes leave beneath: the fries |) 
\ II. 

"Preſerve, O venerable u, 
— facred truſt ; 

thy cold arms the ISE ifle, 
Weeping, commits her richeſt duſt. 


www Ho JETES 


wo 4 wn wt 


aa <&a <4 #«<© 


d rut mr ov rut ntav. wb 

; TE 

Ye geatleſt miniſters-of ran, 

Anend the monarch as elk, N 5 
I 

Reſt his dear $woad beneath his head ;; 

Round him his faithful. azz: ſhall ftand ; 

| Fix his bright znzGne on his bed, 

The guards and honours of qur land. 

Vc. 

Ye ſiſter arts of earnr and vers, 

Flace ALBION fainting. by his fide; © 

Her groans ariſing o'er. the hearſc, 

And BELGIA finking when he d 
VI. 

High o'er the grave 2217 fet 

e | 


Fair 1138z2TY, in fables drefn'd, 

Write his lov'd name upon his urn ; 
WILLIAM, “ runs $COURGE OF TYRANTS PAST, 
* Aub AWE OF PRINCES YET UNBORN.” 


- 
# | 
. 
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I. 
| Stand on the pile, immortal a, == 24 "Ps. 
In filver accents round the globe. | ( 
X. 
Fiarr'sy ſhall faint beneath the found, 55 
— — — | 
XI. 
Nreur and the Gzavs, remove your gloom ; 
Darkneſs becomes the vulgar dead ; 
But Gron v bids the roy tomb 
Diſdain the horrors of a Thade. 


XII. 


Gear with all her lamps Wall burn, 
And watch the warrior”s fleeping cla 
TH the lat ” 


trumpet 
To aid the triumphs of the day 


en THE SUDDEN DEATH or Weg. 
MRS. MARY PEACOCK. 


AN ELEGIAC SONG, SENT IN A Ae 
OF CONDOLENCE TO MR. u. P. 
MERCHANT. AT AMSTERDAM. .. 


gs arr *3 3 
ARK ! She bids all at Berg des; 
Some angel calls her to the ſpheres ; 
Our eyes the radiant faint purſue 
min 


—— ran." 
Till we ſhall meet again above, 
In the ſweet groves where pleaſures | 
And trees of life bear fruits of love: ! a 


od all the names ce, Gur King, 

Shall our harmonious voices rove ; 5 
Our hearts ſhall ſound, from ev ry ſtrim g, 

The wonders of his bleeding love. i 


> 
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V. 
Come, ſovereign Lon v, dear Savious, come, 
Remove theſe ſeparating days ; 
Send thy bright wheels to fetch us home : 
"That golden hour, how long it ſtays! | 
While faints around us take their flight ? 
Smiling they quit this duſky ſphere, \F F., 3 
"VII, 
Sweet foul, we leave thee us thy rel; 
Enjoy thy JESUS and thy: Gov, =» 
Till we, from bu of clay talen d, 
While the dear duſt ſhe leaves behind 
Sleeps in thy boſom, ſacred. tomb ! 
Soft be her bed, her lumbers kind, 
And all her dreams of joy to come ! 


rryr armen — ; 
DOM, N. MATHER, 
M. 8. ; 
REVEREND#Y ADNHODDUN VIET 
NATHANAR LIS MATHERT. . 


Et hic — 
quoque in 
Nen face: | 
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you a little, and. divert your grief, the time ſpent in 
compoſing them ſhall not be reckoned among my loſt 
* and the review will ee 
js "STR, - 
Der „ were eee eee 


1707. 
LW. 
AN ELEGIAC THOUGHT 
ON MRS. ANNE WARNER, 


WHO DIED OF THE SMALL-POX, DEC. 18, 

1707, AT ONE O'CLOCK TN THE MORN- 
ING; A FEW DAYS AFTER THE BIRTH 
AND DEATH OF HER FIRST CHILD. 


WAKE, my muſe, range the wide world of fouls, 
And ſeck VERNERA fled : with upward aim 
Fulfill'd her vit, and return'd on high. 


The watch of angels that patrole 
| The Britiſh fy, have notic'd ber ft 

| Near the meridian ftar ; purſue the track 
„ wgorms wag + 

And paradiſe, her home. Say, my 
— to orcs war cant thou mike 
80 fair a ſpirit) fay, benen what Grade 0 
Of amarant, or cheerful evergreen, 
the fits, recounting —-— 
Angelic or humane, her mortal toil | 
And travels through this howling wilderack : 


— 


By we Jivine protetiions the dt 

Thos ſnares, when 24 

2 deadly - — Sa leagea 
(Snares ſet to murder fouls!) but Heav'n ſecur d 


The favourite nymph, and tqught her victory. 


Or docs the feck, or has the found, her babe 
| the infant-nation of the bleſs'd, 
 Andclaſp'd it to her foul, to fatiate there 
The young maternal paſſion, and abſolve 
The unfulfll'd embrace ? Thrice happy child ! 
"That faw the light, and tum'd its eyes ade 
From our dim regions to th'eternal Sun, 
And led che parent's way to glory! there 
— |» 7 «prin egy 
* Behold her ancefiors (a pious race !) 
u d in fair order, at her fight rejoice, = 
And fing her welcome. She, along their ſeats 
Gliding, ſalutes them all with honours due, 
Such as are paid in Heav'n : at laſt ſhe finds 
A manſion faſhion'd of diſtionguiſh'd light, | 
But vacant : © This,” with ſure prefage, the cries, 
« Awaits my father ; when will he arrive? 
«How long, alas, how long!“ (then calls her mate) | 
Die, thou dear partner of my mortal cares; 
„Die, and partake my bliſs ; we are for cver one.” 


Crowd wich fweet violence on my waking mind! 
— ai inform me, muſe ; 


+» LYRIC' rotus * 


Ab me ! where roves my fancy ! what kind den 


: 
5 
0 
l 
J 
: 
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Chooſes ſhe rather to retire apart 
To recolle& her diflipated powers, 
And call her thoughts her own : G lately freed - 


From earth's vain ſcenes, gay viſits, gratulations, 


From Hymen's hurrying and tumultuous joys, ¶ death. 
And fears, and pangs, fierce pangy, that wrought her 
Tell me on what ſublimer theme ſhe dwells 
In contemplation, with unerring clue 
Infinite truth purſuing. (When, my foul, 
O when ſhall thy releaſe from cumbrous fleſh 
Paſs the great ſeal of heaven ? What happy hour 
Shall give thy thoughts a looſe to ſoar and trace 
The intellectual world ? divine delight ! 
VERNERA's lov'd employ!) Perhaps the fings, 
To ſome new golden harp, th'almighty deeds, 
The names, the honours, of her Saviour Gon; 
His croſs, his grave, his victory, and his crown? 
Oh could I imitate th'exalted notes, 

And mortal ears could bear then 


Or lies ſhe now before th'eternal throne 
Proftrate in humble form, with deep devotion 
O'erwhelm's, and fclfabaſement at the fight 
Of the uncover d Godhead face to face? 
— — — | 
them, not of dimmer ore, 
— — but vain ambition, 
And emulation vain, and fond conceit, 

And pride for ever baniſh'd, flics the place, 


Cum d pride, the dreſs of hell. Tell me, Urania, 


T 
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How her joys heighten, and her golden hours 
Circle in love. O Ramp upon my foul 


Some blifeful image of the fair deceas d, 

To call ny paſſions and my eyes afide 

From the dear breathlefs clay, diſtreſſing fight ! 

' I luck, und mourn, and gare with greedy view 
Of melancholy fondneſ: : tears | 
That form fo late defir'd, fo late belov d, 
Now loathfome and unlovely. Baſe diſeaſe, | 


So ſwert a firufture ! the uoning taint 
And ruins the rich temple to the duſt !. 


- Features of wit and virtue ? this the face 
Whedte love trimmph'd ? and beauty on theſe checks, 
As on a throne, beneath her cadiant eyes 
Was ſeated to advantage ; mild, fcrene, 
Refiefting rofy light ! fo fits the fun 
(Fair eye of heav'n) upon a crimſon cloud 
Near the horizon, and with gentle ray 
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on THE DEATH OF AN AGED AND 0 
NOURED RELATIVE, MRS. u. w. 


"Þ July 23, 6 
KNEW the kindred mind. Tia the, "tis the; , 


* 


wee: ? 


ö 
Groaning and panting on the bed, 
With ghaſtiy air and langyiſh'd head, 
Life on this fide, there the dead, 
222 
II. 

Long did the carthly houſe refirain, - 
Ia toilſome ſla ry, that ethereal gueſt ; 
Priſon'd her round in walls of pen, 
And twiſted cramps and aches within her chain: 
Till, by the weight of a rous days opprefe'd, = 
The earthly houſe began 0 reel, 
The pillars trembled, and the building fell ; 
The captive ſoul became her own again : 
Tir d with the forrows and the cares, 
A tedious train of fourſcore years, 
| The pris wer fmil'd to be releas'd, 

She felt ber feters looks, and mound to Yer veſt 


III. 

Gaze on, my ſoul, and let a perfect view 
A CGTY | we: 659 
2 
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. 4: 
Deſcribe the faint from head to feet, 
Make all the lines in jull proportes Wert; 
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V. 
* 
rr 

ae > OY 
In the fair tablet they hall and 
United by a happier band, 
She faid, and fix'd her fight, and drew the manly mind, 
Recount the vears, my fong, (a mournful round!) 
Since he was ſeen on- earth · no more: | 
He fought on lower ſeas, and drown'd ;. 1 
But victory and peace he found mo 
On the ſuperior ſhore. 
There now his tuneful breath in ſacred. fangs. 
Employs the European and the Eaſtern tongues... 


2 


— — 


VI. 
'Tis done. What beams of glory fall 
(Rich varniſh of immortal art) 
To gild the bright original ! 
"Tis done. The muſe has now perform'd her part. 
Bring down the piece, Urania, from above, | 
And let my noxovur and my LOVE 


Dreſs it with chains of gold to hang upon my heart. 
Mr grandfather, Mr. Thomas Warts, had ſuch acquaintance 


among his comemporaTics. 
mander of a. ſhip of war, .z656,.and, bythe Loving up of Ge this 
WW 
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A FUNERAL POEM 
ON THE DEATH or THOMAS GUNSTOR, Eq, 


Preſented to the Right Hon. the Lady Azxzr, 
| July, 1701. 
Maran, 

HA I been 2- Common mourner at the funeral of 

| the dear gentleman deceaſed, I ſhould have laboured 


| but the n condeibenfion of his friendfip to | 
me, the inwaid eee 1 pay his memory; and the vat 
and tender faiife I hive of the loſs, mike all the me- 
thode of art eien, whit natural- grief fupplics 

- more than all, + 

IT had refolved, indred, to' lament in fighs and 

 Llence, and frequently checked the too forward muſe: 

-dut thei was not 4o be reſiſted ; long lines 

. of ſorrow flowed in upon me ere I was aware, whilſt 


IT took many a ſolitary walk in the adjoining 
to his feat at 3 nor 'T free myſelf 
from the crow! of mdzncholy ideas. Your Lady 


the Poem, that the fair and un- 
_ finiſhed building which he had juſt raiſed for himſelf, 
1111 2 ung way Cue: 
I- purſue ao other topic of clegy than what my 
paſfon and my ſenſes led me to. 
" The Poem roves, as my<yes and grief did, from 
one part of the fabric to the other : it riſes from the 


will find 
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j1 
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8 


1 
# 


a 


need 
talked only with myſelf; for 


12 mention them white 1 
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the image of them was ever preſent with me, which 
kept the pain =t the heart intenſe and lively, and my 
2 vere. * 
— —— expett forme divine 
Gant nd facet mollenions mingled with « fb 
* nnn. Had I formed a defign of 
—— 1 — 
ee: but it was grief, purely natural, 
for a death fo farprizing that drew all the firokes of 
, and therefore my refletions are chiefly of a moral 
irain. Such 28 it is, your Ladyſhip requires a copy 
of it ; but let it not touch your foul too tenderly, nor 
renew your own mournings. Reccive it, Madam, as 
an offering of love and tears at the tomb of a departed 
Friend, and let it abide with you as a witneſs of that 
affectionate and honour that 1 bore him : all 
_ which, as your Ladyſhip's mot rightful due, both by 
merit and by ſucceſſion, is now humbly offered by, 


Mapa, 
Your Ladyſhip's moſt hearty 
| and obedient ſervane, 
IJ. WATTS. 


au ae AC. Ac XC 
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To THE DEAR MEMORY OF MY HONOURED FRIEND, 


THOMAS GUNSTON, ESG. 


WHO DIED NOV. 11, 1500, WHEN HE HAD 
| JUST FINISHED HIS SEAT AT NEWINGTON- 


F blaſted hopes, and of ſhort withering joys, 
Sing bcav'nly muſe. Try thine ethereal voice. 
In funeral numbers and a doleful fong. 

GUNSTON the juſt, the genezous, and the young ; 
GUNSTON the friend is dead! O empty name 
Of earthly bliſs ! baby = fp 


How did our fouls tand flatter d, and 
To ſhout him welcome to the ſeat he rear'd ! 
There the drar man thould foe his hupes complete, 
Smiling, and taſting ev*ry lawful ſweet 

That avs and „ 
d around the fpheres : 


Cucling delightful, play” 
ſuns ſhould ſtill renew his ſtrength, 


And draw the uncommon thread to an unuſual length! 
But haſty Fate thruſts her dead ſhears between, 
Cuts the young life off, and ſhuts up the ſcene. 
Thus airy pleaſure dances in our eyes, 

And ſpreads falſe images in fair diſguiſe 
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T*allure our fouls, "till juſt within our arms 

The vifien dies, and all the pointed charms 

Flee quick away from the purſuing fight, 

Till they are loſt in hades, and mingle with the nigh, 


| Muſe, firetch thy wings, and thy fad journey bend 
To the fair rannte that thy dying friend 
Built nameteſs : *twill fuggeſt a thouſand things 


A 


ccc 


Not Time itſelf thould watte the bleſd efiate, 
Nor the tenth race rebuild the ancient ſeat. 
How foad our fancies are! The founder dies 
ren 
wait upon his hearſe wich never - oeaſing cries 
Lure & moves to meet the tomb, | 
While weighty ſorrow nods on every plume ; 
A thouſand hi dear remains convey 
Two his cold ledging in a bed of clay, 
His country's facred tears well wat'ring all the way. 
See the dull wheels roll on the fable load; 
But no dear fon to tread the mournful road, 
And fondly kind, drop his young ſorrows there ; 
The father's urs bedewing with a filial tear. 


Oh! had be left us one behind to play 
This was wy father's!” with impatient joy 
In my food arms I'd claſp the ſmiling boy, 
And call him my young friend: but awful Fate 
Deſign'd the mighty ſtroke as laſting as 'twas great. 


Flays o'er the colours ina wanton fight; 
And mingled ſhades, wrought in by foft degrees, 
«Give a ſweet foil to all the charming piece; 


Ho has he chang'd it for a loneſome cave, 
Conn d and crowded in a aarrow grave !”* 


Th'unhappy howlſe looks deſolate and mourns 
And cv'ry door n Yoleful us it turns : . 
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The pillars languiſh ; and each lofty wall, 
Stately in grief, laments the maſter's fall 
In drops of briny dew ; the fabric bears 
His faint reſemblance, and renews my tears. 
Solid and ſquare it riſes from below; 

A noble air, without a gaudy ſhew, 

Hike Goa the mode, 2nd afrne the whele, 
Manly and plain. Such was the builder's foul. 


«17d ; 

Oh? how I love to view the ſtately frame, 
That dear memorial of the beſt lov'd name! 
Then could I wiſh for ſome prodigious cave, 
Vaſt as his feat, and filent as his grave, + 
Where the tall ſhades firetch to the hideous roof, 
Forbid the day, and guard the fun-beams off : 
Tuber, my willing feet, ſhould ye be drawn | 


But theſe are airy thoughts ! ſubſtantial grief 
Grows by thoſe objects that ſhould yield relief! 
Fond of my woes, I heave my eyes around ; 

My grief from ev'ry proſpe courts a wound; 
Views the green gardens, views the ſmiling mies, 
Still my heart finks, and ſtill my cares ariſe : 

My wand'ring feet round the fair manſion rove, 


And there, to ſoothe my forrows, I indulge my love. 


Off have I laid the awful Calvin by, 
And the fweet Cowley, with impatient eye 
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To fee thoſe walls, pay the fad viſit chere, 

' And drop the tribute of an hourly tear: X 

Still I behold fame melancholy ſcene Itween. 
With many a penfive thought, and many a figh be- 
Two days ago we took the evening air, 

I, and my grief, and my Urania there : 

Say, my Urania, how the weſtern fun 

Broke from black clouds, and in full glory ſhone, 
Gilding the roof, then dropp'd into the fea, 

And ſudden night devour d the ſweet remains of day. 
Thus the bright youth juſt rear'd his ſhining head 
From obſcure ſhades of life, and funk among the dead. 
The riſing fun, adorn'd with all his light, 
Smiles on theſe walls again; but endleſs night 
Reigns uncontroul'd where the dear GUNSTON lies: 
He's ſet for ever, and muſt never riſe! 

Then why theſe beams, unſeafonable far, 

To greet a houſe ? In vain the day 
Ca akon pe 

And marks a hining path along the floors, 
Bounding the evening and the morning hours : 
r 

And hollow filence rei all the place, 
Nor heeds the of nature's face. 


Yet nature's wheels will on without controul ; 
The fun will rife, the tuncful fpheres will roll, 
And the two nightly bears walk round » 
the pole. 
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their circuit ſtall; lenz: 
and days to come they 
Bur the black cloud, that ſhadows Ger his eyes, . 
Hangs there unmoveable, and never flies: 


Al! fruitleſs win! how are his curtains drawn. 
For 2 long evening. chat deſpairs the dawn ! 


Muſe, view the turret : juſt beneath the fries, 
Loneſome it ſtands, and fixes my fad eyes 
As it would aſk a tear. O facred fear, 

Here did 1 * A 
I hope my happy hours t'employ, 
And fed beforchand on the promis d joy 
When weary of the noiſy town, friend, 
From mortal cares aſcend 
And lead we thither. We alone wou's fit, 


Free and fecure of all intruding feet : Irie, 


Our thoughts ſhould firetch their longeſt wings, 
Nor bound their 1 

Our tongues ſhould aim at everlaſting themes, 

And ſpeak what mortals dare, of all the names 
Built high in heaven for fouls: we'd trace the ſtreets 


and 
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Fain would I bid the envious gloom be gone ; } 


| Lives beyond fixty, nor outgrows the child : 
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olf golden pavement, walk each bliſsful field, - (yield, 
Then would we fwear to keep the ſacred road, - 
IND: 0 
We'd charge our parting ſpirits to meet; 1 
There, hand in hand, approach th*almighhty Re, 

And bend our heads, adoring, at our Maker*s fert. 
Thus ſhould we mount on bold advengrous wings 
In high diſcourſe, and dwell on heav'nly things, 
Whil the plcas's — —— 
And minutes meaſur'd, as they are above, : 
By ever-arcling joys, and ever -· Mining love. 


At felling glory ; igt the bubble breaks, 
And the ſcenes vaniſh as the man awakes ; 8 
Sink to the duſt, and mingle with the crowd. 


Man is a reſtleſs thing: ſtill vain and wild, 


His hurrying luſts ill break the facred bound 
To ſeck new pleaſures on forbidden ground, = 
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And buy them all too dear. Unthinking fool, 

For a ſhort dying joy to fell a deathlefs foul ! 

"Tis but 2 grain of fweetnels they can fow, 

And reap the long fad harveſt of immortal woe ! 
| Another tribe toil in a diffcrent ſtrife, 

And baniſh all the lawful ſwerts of life 


, Hide the dear duſt yet darker than before, 
And never dare to uſe a grain of all the ſtore. 


Happy the man that knows the value juſt 
Of earthly things, nor is enſlav d to duſt. 
"Tis a rich gift the ſlies but rarely 
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To ſweat and dig for gold, to hoard the ore, | 1 
| 


To fav'rite 


The wedlth — with lib'ral hand 
Hence this fair ftrafture roſe ; and hence this feat 
Made to invite my not unwilling feet: | 
py gt; for we never meet - 

And nile, and love, and each other here ; 

The einn tomb forbids thy face t'appear ; 
Detains thee, GUNSTON, from my longing eyes, 
And alba hopes be bry'd where wy GUNSTON | 


nn 
The heights of fondneſs and the depths of woe; 
Young mothers, who your darling babes have found 

| murder'd with a ghaſtly wound ; 
Te frightedaymphes, who on the bridal bed 
Claſp'd in your arms your lovers cold and dead, 


ama aaa. o44  c.oq mac 4 © as 
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| Come ; in the pomp of all your witd defpeir, 
| With flowing ce and e 
Death in your looks, come, 


You facred mourners of a nobler mould, 
Born for a friend, whoſe dear exnbraces hold - 
| Beyond all nature's ties ; you, that have known. 
And felt a parting firoke ; "tis you mull tell . 
The ſmart, the twinges, and the racks I feel : 


Off from its fide its deareſt half iz torn ; 

The reſt lies bleeding, and but lives to mourn. 
oh! infinite diftrefs ! fuch raging grief 
Should command pity, and deſpair relief. 


e, wings grief with we, 


= 
- 


. | 


Give ſenſe to rocks, and fmnpathy to Tomes.” | 


Ye duſky woods and echoing hills around, = 
Repeat my cries with a perpetual found: 


* 


Be all ye flow'ry vales with thorns dernen, 


Mist my ſorrows, and declare your own 3 * 
Alas ! your Lord is dead. The humble plain 
Muſt ne er receive his courteous feet again. 


| In wintry robes, inen of youthful green! 
And bid the brook, that ftill runs warbling by, 


Move filent on, and weep his uſeleſs channel dry. 


Mourn, ye gay ſmiling meadows, and be cen 


* 


* 


- 


0 
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a moro , and mix his bleeding foul 


% GT tn none bran enter money's, 
Strip of your pride to dreſs your maſter's urn: 
Here gently drop your leaves inficad of tears: 
Ye els, the reverend growth of ancient years, 
Stand tall and naked to the bluſiering rage 
2 thus it becomes your age 
your ſorrows. Often ye have ſeen 
. upon the riſing green; 
— — woo, 
vn 


Hither our fouls their conſtant off rings brought 
The burthens of the breaſt and labours of the thought, 
baſoms on the conſcious ground 

all the forrows and the joys we found, 

And mingled every care ; nor was it known 
Which of the pains or were our on: 
Then with an equal and honeſt foul 

We ſhare the heap, yet poſſeſs the whole, (roll. 
And all the paſlions through both our boſoms } 
By turns we comfort, and by turas complain, 


Bound to thy foot we boaſt our KM, 
And dream of freedom when we*ve loſt our wilt 


| 3323 was made. 


F 


2 * 


Book Ill, 


EDT "LIFT 


munen reign'd with an unbounded fora: | 


E ern f 


Support thy ſway, chm th ins of ex F 


® Thane a » long row of all ls thn flanking, when ft 
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And chang d away our fouls : at thy commend 
We ſnatch new miſeries from a foreign hand 
To call hem ours; and, thoughtlels of our eaſe, 
Hague che dear felf that we were born to pleaſe. 
Thou tyrannefs of minds, whoſe cruel throae 
Heaps on poor mortals ſorrows not their own ; 
As though our mother, Nature, could no more 
Find woes ſufficient for cach fon ſhe bore, 
Friendſhip divides the — and — 
the ſtore. 

Yet are we fond of thine imperious reign, = 7 
Proud of thy flavery, wanton in our pain, {the chain. > 
And chide the courteous hand when death diſſalves 


Via run, forgive the thought! the raving muſe, 
Wild and defpairing, knows not what ſhe dees; 
Grows mad in grief, and, in her ſavage hours, 
Mronts the name ſhe loves and ſhe adores. 

She is thy vot*refs too; and at thy ſhrine, 

O facred rannte, oſſer d ſongs divine, [thine. F 
While GUNSTON liv'd, and both our fouls wee ] 
Here to theſe ſhades at folemn hours we came, 

To pay devotion with a mutual ame, 

Partners in bliſs. Sweet luxury of the mind 1. 
And fweet the aids of ſenſe! cach ruder wind: 

Slept in its caverns, while ap _ 
Fann'd the leaves geatly, ſporting 
'The hinncet and the lack their veſpers 
rn Fond ve ate; 
r. 


the trees * 


29 
Moura, ye young gardens, ye unfiniſh'd gates, 
Ye green inclofares, and ye growing fwcets, 
Lament! for ye our midnight hours have known, 
And watch'd us walking by the filent moon 
In conference divine, while heavenly fire 


Kindiing our breaſt, 6d all our thoughts inſpire | 
With 


joys almoſt immortal :. then our zeal 
Na d and burt high to reach th'ethereal hill, 
And love refin'd, like that above the poles, 


Tv rapture and embraces.—Oh ! forbear, 
- Forbear, my fong! This is too much to hear, 
Too dreadful to repeat ; ſuch joys as theſe 
— 5» protons — 


| Oh? for a general grief! let all things thare 

Our woes that know our loves : the neighbouring air, 
Let it be laden with immortal fighs, 
tell the gales, that every breath chat flies 
Over theſe fields, ſhould murmur and complain, 
88 mae te pon. 
r 
F " this is an eadlefs wound, 


; ; 
. 


While on his e Tips, all cold and pale, 
Ezernal chains and heavy lence dwell ! 
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Mer both our arms round one another's fouls 


PES Sera ee 


ieee 


rs resse ene 
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Once more at leaſt, one geatle word, and then 
GUNSTON aloud I call : in vain 1 cry 
GUNSTON aloud, for he muſt ne'er reply ! 

In vain I mourn, and drop thele funeral tears ; 

Death and the grave have neither eyes nor ears. 
Waad'ring, I tune my forrows to the groves, [loves ; | 
And vent my ſwelling griefs, and tell the winds ou? 
While the dear youth dere faſt, and hears them not: | 
He hath forgot me in the loneſome vault, 
Mindleſs War TS A cold he lies, = 


Deat and unthinking c a 


But whither am I led ? this artlefs grief 
To all the nicer rules, and bears her down. 
r 


Dr pinion one e og, 
And reach the turret thou haſt left fo lang: 


O'er the wide roof its lofty head it rears, 
_ Long waiting our converſe; but only hears 
The noiſy tumuits of the reakus on high ; 
The winds falute it, whiſlling 2s they fly, - 
Or jarring round the windows : rating ſhowers | 
Laſh the fair fides ; above, loud thunder roars : | 


An'iron flumber fits on every ſenſe; 
In vain the heavenly Gunten are to rouſe it thence, 


One labour more, my muſe, the golden ſphere 
Seems to demand : See, through the duſky air 
— Downwmd it ſhines upon the rifing moon ; 
And, a> the labours up to reach her noon, 
uus her ab with repercuſfire light, 


Ani frenuing gold repays the paler beams of night! | 


— But not one Fay can reach the darkfome grave, 
Or pierce the folid gloom that fills the cave 
"Where GUNSTON delle im death. Behold, it flames 
Like ſome new meteor, with defufive beams 

— 


= 
<< So fines thy GUNS rod foul above the 
ww 


ſpherez, 

Raphacl reglios, and wipes away my fears. 
<< We awe ich fink down with cofing eyes; 
© We heard thy grief arick our, be dies, be dies!“ 
<< Miſtaken grief! tocall the ficth the friend ! 

< On our fair wings did the bright youth aſcend : 
< All heay'a embrar'd him with immortal love, 

„ And fang his welcoine to the courts above. 

* Gentle Ithuricl ed him round ties; 

* The: firuck him with immenſe ſurpriſe ; 
<< The ine of radiant, and the manſions bright, 
* The rookh high vaulted with cthereal light : 
__ << Beauty and Srength on the tall bulwarks fat 
* In Gumond ; and for every gate 
<< On golden hinges a broad ruby turas, 
* Guards of the foe, and as it moves it burns : 
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« Millions of glories reign every part: 
Infinite power, and uncreated 

Stand here difplay'd, and to the firanger few 
Hor it outlhines the nobleſt feats be. 


K 


. 


« And took eternal leave of what he built d. 


Now fair Urania, leave the doleful Grain g 
commands: aſſume thy joys again: 


Raphacl a 
In everlaſting numbers fing, and ſay. {of day ; | 
328 


 < GUNSTON has mov'd his 
* GUNSTON the friend lives fill; and give thy 


groans away.“ 
— 


AN ELEGY ON MR. THOMAS GOUGE. . 


To MR. ARTHUR $HALLET, MERCHANT. 
Wonruy Sta, 
eſleem, co wy rm bh i 

and enjoyed a your 
your om, ad joel org hr of your 
the muſe to make it perpetual ; but, when fit can 
at once pay her honours to the venerable dead, and 
by this addreſs acknowledge the favours the has re- 
ceived from the living, it is a double pleature to, 

SIR, 

Ton obliged bumble fervant, 

I. WATTS. 


Us 
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Fun hs To THE MEMOAY of. 
TUE nv. un. THOMAS GOUGE, 
Nn 


I. 
viegia foul, whale — 
Could teach Euphrates not to flow, 
Could Shaw's rein fo Grinely paint, 
 _ .. a mbkayy adn woe: 
4 2 „ 
WS > And with your tancful forrows dreſs a prophet's un. 
_— could-my tips or flowing eyes 
But imitove finck grief, 
I'd nach the fear, and teach the fries 
Woailings, and fobs, and frmpathics ; 
Nor hould the flones or rocks be deaf : 
Rocks ſhall have eyes, and tones have ears, 
WhileGOUGE* death is mourn'd in melody and tears: 


| II. 
Heav'n was impotent of our crimes, 
And feat his muaifter of death 
To ſcourge the bold rebellion of the times, 
And to demand our breath : 
He came, commiſſon'd for the fates 

Of awful Maar and charming Barts: 
There he effay'd the vengeance firſt, [to duſt. 
Then touk « Glinel aim, and brought great GOUGE 


mn. 
Great GOUGE to dul! how doleful is the found ! 
How wall the frake is? and how wide the wound ! 


4 + Plala cxared, Lam. i. 2, . 


0 
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Oh! painful tobe! -——— . ana 
A wound unmeafureably wide IT 


UE 


: 


| Can furniſh ſuch « pomp for death no more. 8 
IV. 
The coverend man let ai Sigg mon 3. 
Sure he was ſome ethereal mind, 


Fated in fleſh to be confin'd, 
And order d to be born. 
— His foul was of thangelic frame; - 
The fame i and the mould the fame 
When the Creator makes a miniſter of flame, - 
He was all form'd of hu thangs : 


Till earth's dack ball was ſeen no more, + 
And all its mountains loſt ! : 


wt LYRIC POEMS, Nan. 
Scarce could the muſe purſue him with her fight ; 


your happy [frreets, 
And trac'd the n turnings of the golden 
— — | 
VI. 
Tell how be clumb'd the everlaſting bills 
all the realms above, 


Borne on a ſtrong wing d faith, and on the fiery wheels 
Of an immortal love. 

"Twas there he took a glorious fight 
Of the inheritance of ſaints in light, 
And read their title in their Saviour's right. 
How oft the humble ſcholar came, 


And to your fongs he rais'd his cars 

To learn the unutterable name ; 

To view n eternal baſe that bears 
The new creation's frame. 


gazing pow'ry, employ 
Win moſt profound abeſement and exalted joy. 


— 


| 


| The 
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The rolls of fate were half une d 
He ſtood adoring by: 
The volumes open'd to his eye, 
And fweet intelligence he held 
With all his ſhining kindred of the f&y. 
vu 
Ye ſeraphs that ſurround the throne, ; 
Tell how his name was through the palace known ; 
How warm his zeal was, and how like your own ! 
Speak it aloud, let all the nations hear, | 
And bold ink and fear + : . 
tongues, to blaſt a prophet's name ! 
poiſon fure was fetch'd from hell, 
Where the old dwell, 
To taint the pureſt duſt and blot the whiteſt fame ! 
tongues ! you ſhould be darted through, 
Nail'd to your own black mouths, and lic 
Uſeleſs and dead till ſlander die; 
Till ander die with you. 


VIII. 


« We faw him,” fay th*ethereal throng: " 

„We faw his warm devotions riſe ; 

We heard the fervor of his cnes, 

„ And mid his praiſes with our ſong. 

« We knew the Ee fights of his e bours 3 
„ Nightly he wak'd his invard pow'rs : 

* Young Ifracl roſe to wreile with his God, [towers 

* And with d force fcal'd the cdlefiial 

r - 

<«< his blood. | 

| « Oft we beheld the thanderer's hand 


+ Though he was fo greet and gnoda many he dl net elcage canfurs | 


1 
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rener. ES, 
we rolling vengeance ftand, 
+ Doubtful t'obep the dread command, 
© While his aſcending pray'r upheld the falling blow.” 
* IT. | | 
Draw the paſt ſcenes of thy delight, 


DDr | 

pious crowds, while from his tongue 

A fiream-of harmony ran foft along, 

* And every car drank in the flowing good. 
Softly it ran fits filver way, 


7 


ve rn ee of e DEAD. 08 
All Sinai's thunder on his tongue, and lightning in his 
r : 

Diſtinguiſhing each guilty kead ; 
Far from th*uncqual war the atheiſt fled : 

His kindled arrows till purſue ; 

His arrows ſtrike the atheiſt | 
And o'er his anmoſt pow'rs a ſhuddering horror ſpread, 
The marble heart groans with an inward wound : ö 

ſouls, of harden'd fteel, 
 Shriek out, amaz'd, at the new pangs they feel, 

And dreyd the echoes of the found. 

The lofty wretch, arm'd and array'd 
In gaudy pride, tinks down hs impious head, 
Plunges in dark deſpair, and mingles with the dead. 


ray 

 Awakes deſpair to light, and ſheds a cheerful day. 
His wondrous voice rolls back the ſpheres, 
Recals the ſcenes of ancient years, 

To make the Saviour known ; | 
Sweetly the flying charmer roves #430 
Through all his labours and his loves, 

The anguiſh of his croſs, and triumphs of kis thrans, 
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XI. 
. Came, he invites our feet to try 
The fteep aſcent of Calvary, 
And fers the fatal wee before our eye. 

See here celeſtial forrow reigns ; 

Rude nails and ragged thorns lay by, 
Ting'd with the crimion of veins ! 
. words he fang the vital flood 
_ "Where ll our fins were drown'd, 
Wards fit to heal ang fit ro wound, 
Sharp ar the ſpear, and balmy as the blood. 

_ In his dibourſe divine 

Afreſb'the purple fountain flow'd : 

And trickled to the ground, 
- * While every accent gave a dolefu] found, 

| Sud 2s the breaking heart-irings of th'expiring God! 
XII. 

Down to the manſions of the dead, 

Wu trembling joy, our fouls are led 

' The captives of his tongue ; 
There the dear Prince of Light reclines his head: 

Darkneſs and ſhades among. | 

With pleaſing horror we ſurvey 
The caverns of the tomb 
Where the bdlovr'Y Redeemer lay, 

And ſhed a fea perfume. 

Hark the old carthquake roars again 

In GOUGE's voice, and breaks the chain 
Of heavy death, and rends the tombs : 
The riſing God ! he comes ! he comes ! 
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KIV. 
See the bright ſquadreas of the ſky, 


Slowly the pomp moves up the azure hills ; | 
Old Satan foams and yells aloud, 

And gnaws th'eternal braſs that binds himto che wheels. 

The opening gates of bliſs receive their King ; 

The Father-Gop ſmiles on his Son, | 

Pays him the honours he has won; 

The lofty thrones adore, aud little cherubs fing. 
Behold him on his native throne ; 

— Glory fits faſt upon his head; 

Dreſs'd in new light and beamy robes, = 


And eee ning word wad regs of he Gd, 
XV. 

GOUGE was his even ds this realm below : 
Vaſt was his truſt and great his ficill ; 
Bright the credentials be could ſnew, 
And thouſands own'd the ſeal. 
His hallow'd lips could well impart 

The grace, the promiſe, and command : 
He knew the pity of TMMANUEL's heart, 
And terrors of JEHOVAH's hand ! 
Ho did our fouls ſtart wut to hear 


| — | 
| | 5 | = 
III. 


| . Attention powers, 
flood with all her 

S the ſound, 

* 


But, 
oh! . 
a 


1 
has recall's 
his 
eavoy from our eyes 
3 


Hence deluges of forrow 
6 SS 
tho las, come tare th * 
. ſmart, 


HOWE finglc 
is 2 
Amidſt the 275 
ITT. * 
= | 
1 — 
n a > 
4 when the — —_ 
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— 
fize, 
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